or All Gi blished b l Scouts 














WINNER OF SIX ACADEMY AWARDS... 
WINNER OF A NATION'S PRAISE... 
WINNER OF A WORLD'S HEART... 


For The 
First Time 
at 


POPULAR 
PRICES! 


Inquire 
at your 
Local Theatre 





Winner of Academy 
Awards for Best 
Screenplay, Color, , \S 
Sound, Settings and - é | - = 
Editing for 1944! se i a 











CENTURY-FOX 
PICTURE 


‘ALEXANDER KNOX - "CHARLES COBURN 2 ~~ « ——— 
GERALDINE FITZGERALD - THOMAS MITCHELL ES = HENRY KING 
RUTH NELSON + SIR CEDRIC HARDWICKE ee Directed by 
VINCENT PRICE - WILLIAM EYTHE - MARY ANDERSON ey ~ [ AM AR TROT 
AND A HUGE CAST OF 12,000 a Written for the Screen by 


200 SPECTACULAR SCENES ©. mA SCORE OF 87 HEART-STIRRING SONGS! 








THE AMERICAN GIRL 


REGISTERED U. S$. PATENT OFFICE 





CONTENTS for JULY, 1945 


Cover Design Gertrude Howe 


STORIES 


Strange House—Flo Penglase. Ulustrated by Harvé Stein 


For the Land's Sake, Conclusion—Frances Fitzpatrick Wright. Ulus- 
trated by Meg Wohlberg " ; or 


ARTICLES 
Dorothy Lathrop—Sophie Goldsmith. Ulustrated with reproductions of 
Dorothy Lathrop illustrations 


Fledgling Adventures—Edwin Way Teale. Ulustrated with photographs 
by the author Sa ak ee ; 


How’s Your Conversation ?—Germaine Haney. Illustrated by Ruth King 


GIRL SCOUT FEATURES 
Girl Scouts on the Air 


Get in the Swim, the Safe Way—Margaret C. Lewis M.D. 


DEPART MENTS 


In Step With the Times—Latrobe Carroll 
A Penny for Your Thoughts 


Laugh and Grow Scout 





PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY GIRL SCOUTS, 155 East 44th Street, New York 17, 


ANNE SropparD, Editor : Marjorie Cinta, Edstorial Assistant 
PRISCILLA A. SLADE, Managing Editor Mary REARDON, Edstorial Assistant 
Eric SHUMWAY, Business Manager MARGARET MORAN, Advertising Representative 


SUBSCRIPTION Price: $2.00 for one year, $3.00 for two years. Foreign, $.60 extra a year fo 


postage, $1.20 for two years. Remit by money orders for foreign or Canadian subscriptions, 


‘ 


Copyright, 1945, Girl Scouts, in the United States and Canada. Reprinting or adaptation for radi 

r other use, not permitted ex t by special authorization. te-entered a t nd-ila matter, June 
»9, 1944, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the Act of March 3, 1879. Acceptance | 
mailing at special rate of p ige provided for in section 1103, Act of October 191 


author 
November 17, 1971, 


ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVES: A. M, Willcox & Associates, Graybar Building, New York 
N. Y.; Dwight H. Early, 100 North La Salle Street, Chicago 2, Illinois; J. W. Con 
Walworth Avenue, Pasadena ¢ 


row 
California 


VOLUME XXVIII Member, Audi Bur f Circulation NUMBER Vil 


Mrs. Jutiette Low . . « Founde Mrs. ALAN H. MBEANs 


‘ Preside 
Mrs. Harry S. TRUMAN 


Honorary Mrs. CC. VAUGHAN FERGUSON First Vice-President 
President Mrs. H. PLant Osporne Second Vice-President 

Mrs. James V. Dunbar . Third Vice-President 
Mrs. FRaNKtin D. ROOSEVELT Mrs. RacpH G. WRIGHT Chairman 
Mrs. BENJAMIN HARRISON Executive Committee of Board of Director 
Mrs. T. J. PRESTON, Jr. Mrs. Paut T. KAMMERER, JR. ‘yce-Chairman 
Mrs. THEODORE ROOSFVEL1 Vn Executive Committee of Board of Director 
Mrs. Wooprow WILSON lice Mrs. Ropert T. SWAINE Treasure 
Mrs. Calvin COOLIDGF Presidents Mrs. Leo ARNSTEIN Assistant Treasurer 
Mrs. ArvHurR O. CHoatTe Mrs. Duptey H. Mis. . . Secretary 
Mrs. Freperick H. BrooKxr Mrs. JOHN CAVANAGH Assistant Secretar 
Mrs. Vance C. McCormick Mrs. Paut RITTENHOUSF National Directo 
Mrs. Harvey S. Mupp Mr. E. F. E.woop Controlle 


Mrs. THomMas H. Beck Chairman, American Girl Committ 


it’s as 
simple 
as that... 





Long before 1860 some use was 
made of two- and three-wheeled 
cycles that were pushed along by 
the feet. When Ernest Michau add- 
ed pedals to the front wheel, the 
real development began... a devel- 

‘ opment that was to contribute 
much toward a coming industrial 
era—the automobile age. 
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LATHROP 


By SOPHIE GOLDSMITH 


Dogs, rabbits, squirrels, and monkeys. 
this artist draws them all in a wa) 
that makes them living animals on 
the pages of the books she illustrates 


GR OME and play with 
if - ¢ me,” begs a Peking- 
aN f \) ese puppy, looking up 


Sax teasingly through the silky 
tangle of his long hair. “Watch me 
Hy!” boasts a baby flying squirrel, as 
he swings head downward from a pine 
tree. "Did you ever see a snail run as 
| do?” demands a soft little wriggly 
body. It rears up from its shell and 
looks at you in placid self-satisfaction 

Maybe you think all this is happen- 
ing in a menagerie, but look closer 
Come with me to one of my favorite 
bookshelves, on which about thirty books are ranged, and you'll 
scc and hear these animals and many others. They live and play 
in Dorothy Lathrop’s illustrations for books which are sometimes 
written by herself and sometimes by other authors 

Each year, when a new Dorothy Lathrop book comes out, 
another little furry or feathered creature peeps from its pages, so 
beautifully drawn that he reminds one of the old photographers 
who used to lure people to their studios by calling out, “Come 
on, folks, have your pictures taken! They'll look more like 
you than you do yourselves!" 

Certainly these paintings and drawings made me eager to 
know more about the gifted artist ; so, taking my courage in both 
hands, I wrote her, asking if I might come to see her. I was sure 
that readers of THE AMERICAN GiRL, especially those who want 
some day to draw and paint, would like to know a great 








DOROTHY LATHROP WIT 
PUPPY MODELS, ONE Ol 

PION, AND THEIR MOTIIFR 
LEFT IS ONI Ol Til 
FROM HER BOOK PUPPIFS FOR 


rwo ol! HER 
rHEM A CHAM 
CHEETAH, AT 
ILLUSTRATIONS 
KEEPS 


deal more about Dorothy Lathrop, too. 

When | Miss Lathrop that 
however, she replied, “Something about 
me? Why, there's nothing to tell!” 

Nothing to tell! H'mm. 1 thought of 
that remark as the train sped up toward 
Albany, where the Lathrops live, one 
Nothing 
to tell about an artist who has pictured 
the characters of writers such as Nathanicl Hawthorne, Walter 
de la Mare, Rachel Field, and George MacDonald? Nothing 
to tell about an artist who writes the kind of which 
dovetail so well with the illustrations that it’s a puzzle whether 
the pictures were drawn first and the stories written around them, 
or whether the stories were thought out first and then the pic 
tures drawn. Nothing to tell? Well, maybe, but I found it 
hard to believe 

As the train whizzed along, I thought of one of my favorite 
Dorothy Lathrop books. It is Who Goes There?, and as the 
glittering landscape flew by, it turned for me into the winter 
picnic grounds where the animals had their memorable outing. 
Instead of snow-covered roofs, I seemed to sce and smell pine 
trees, heavily weighted with their winter garlands plus all the 
picnic delicacies the children left for the animals in the story, 


wrotc 


cold, snowy day last February 


storics 
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THERE?", A 
WRITTEN AND I 


FROM WHO GOES 
FEFNCHANTINGLY 
LUSTRATED BY 


BOOK 


DOROTHY LATHROP 
Through the grimy windowpancs it 
Was easy to imagine a chipmunk hop- 
ping to the picnic, ‘the wind blowing 
its stripes crooked,” and a squirrel, a 
rabbit, and'a mouse 
prints, in the 
feathery beauty which 
breath away. 

The mood persisted as the bus took 
me from the depot to Miss Lathrop’s 
home. The frosty sunshine had the 
golden quiet of early afternoon. It 
shone serenely over Albany's public 
buildings, one of the most beautiful 
of which is the Institute of History 
and Art. It was in that very building, 


whose tiny foot- 
illustrations, have a 
takes your 


in) October, 1937, that Dorothy 
Lathrop’s paintings and «drawings 


were exhibited, with those of her 
mother and with the sculptures of her 
sister Gertrude. I had heard of that 
exhibition and, as the bus chugged 
through the strects of Albany, I thought how exceptionally tal 
ented the Lathtops are. The mother (who died some years ago) 
a painter, one daughter an illustrator-author, and the other a 
sculptor-—it doesn't often happen in one family! 

“Real” is the word that best describes Dorothy Lathrop. 
There is nothing phony or artificial about this tall, serene wom- 
an, with the steady brown eyes and the friendly mouth with 
humor quirking its corners. There is nothing unreal or arty” 
about thts artist, who ts so intent on making her beloved animals 
live for you in the pages of her books that she has many of 
them living with her. In the big, old-fashioned house where she 
and her sister Gertrude live, nine Pekingese pups, a French 
poodle, and a monkey welcomed me that February day 
the Pckes were the models for Dorothy Lathrop’s picture book, 


Four of 


Puppies for Keeps. Here were the originals of the puppies in 
the story—-older than they are in the book, it is truc, because 
Miss Lathrop made the first drawing of them before their eyes 
were open. Perhaps we're apt to dismiss Pekes as little dogs with 
protruding eyes, constantly snuffling. But wait till you meet 
Lucky, Star, Sugarplum, and Mouse as they romp and yawn and 
stretch through the pages of Puppies for Keeps. Sugarplum, in 
real life, is named Beh Tang, her ancestors, as well as those of 
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the others, having been born in the Imperial Palace of China. 

In 1943, Beh Tang, now a champion, appeared not only as 
Sugarplum in the story, but as winner of the Toy Group at the 
Westminster Kennel Club, the largest show in the country. 
I asked Miss Lathrop whether her great love for dogs had turned 
her into a professional breeder, as well as artist and author, and 
she seemed surprised that a little matter of nine Pekes under 
one roof should give me such a notion. She is not a professional 
breeder, although some of her dogs have done surprisingly well 
in the ring. One big sunny room in Dorothy Lathrop’s home 
has been set aside for them, and here, at the time of my visit, two 
litters of puppies were receiving constant and loving care from 
the two sisters. 

That this love is contagious is proved by an amusing story 
about one of the maids who worked in the Lathrop home in the 
good old days when domestic service, even with a houseful of 
animals, was still possible. One summer Pippin, a young robin 
Dorothy had rescued from a cat, was convalescing at her hos 
pitable home. For wecks Pippin had hopped around the studio 
with his broken wing bound with adhesive tape, but there was 


nothing wrong with his appetite. Though 


aS 2 : only a baby, he could down eighteen an 
A i ‘ 
— Y mn A 


had volunteered to dig them for him! 
One hot day she came in with her face 
scarlet. 

“Oh,” reproached Miss Lathrop, “you 
shouldn't get so hot!" 


°° 
gleworms a day, and the Lathrop maid 
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Ahave: MISS LATHROP'S 
BABY TIGER FRONTIS- 
PIECE FOR DIHAN  GOPAIL 


MUKERJIS BOOK, "FIERCE 
FACE,’ Above Right \ 
TYPICAL LATHROP ILLUS 
TRATION FROM HER BOOK, 
‘THE SNAIL WHO RAN 


Right: HITTY,THE FAMOUS 
DOLL, INSPIRATION FOR 
HITTY, HER FIRST HUN 
DRED YEARS, THE BOOK 
WRITTEN BY RACHEL FIFLD 
AND ILLUSTRATED BY DOR 
OTHY LATHROP WHICH 


WON THE 1929 NEW- 

BERY MEDAL. 
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“I know,” answered the maid, “but I was getting such beau- 
tiful worms, I couldn't bear to leave them!” 

The father of the two gifted sisters, Cyrus Clark Lathrop, was 
a businessman during many years of his life, but his chief in- 
terest was in work with young people. He founded the Boys’ 
Club in Albany, and was instrumental in establishing the Juve- 
nile Court and various social projects for young people in that 
city-—-which leads one to suspect that boys and girls probably 
regarded the Lathrop home with as much proprietary interest 
is the stray robin. 

Mrs. Lathrop, absorbed in her painting, nevertheless made her 
laughters welcome in the studio, and the sight of their mother’s 
tireless industry plus the encouragement she always extended 
to them to try out her fascinating paints and brushes, no doubt 
helped to develop in both the impetus toward art which was 
to pervade their lives. 

Books, however, played as big a part in Dorothy's early life 
as animal pets and painting. Her paternal grandfather had a 
bookstore in Bridgeport, Connecticut, and perhaps it is from 
him she inherited some of her deep interest in writing. She 
turned to writing during her early years even more than to draw- 


























MISS LATHROP S DEFP FEELING FOR’ HFEF 
MODELS IS APPARENT IN THIS ILLUSTRATION 
OR HER BOOK, THE LITTLE WHITE GOAT 


t A DRAWING OF ISAACS CAMEFELS BY 
MISS LATHROP FROM ANIMALS Ot Tit 
LI HELEN FISH S BOOR WHICHI' WA 
WARDED THE CALDECOTT MEDAL IN 195 
WAS Til FIRST PICTURE BOOK FO! 
ILDREN TO BFE HONORED BY THIS AWARD 


: and painting; and after awhile she 
me to the conclusion that she wanted 
ot only to write but to illustrate her 
wn books 
Urged on by the desire to write and 
illustrate, she attended Teachers 
College at Columbia University in 
New York City. Here she studied both 
vriting and art, and also worked for 
r diploma as a teacher. She taught 
or two years, and then studied illus 
ition for a year at the Pennsylvania 
\cademy of Fiae Arts under Henry 
McCarter. For a short time she also 
studied painting at the Art Students 
League with the noted painter, F. Luis 


artist s pictures of similar subjects 
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AN IRRESISTIBLE BABY LAMB DRAWN FOR ONE OF 
MISS LATHROP S OWN BOOKS BOUNCING BETSY” 


Mora, whose canvases are familiar to Americans. A number of 
his striking illustrations have appeared in THE AMERICAN GIRL. 

During the time Miss Lathrop was teaching, she started illus 
trating other people's books, doing little in the way of original 
writing except an occasional article and a few book reviews. All 
the books she illustrated between these years, 1918 to 1931, were 
storics in which animals figured in fairy tales or fantasies. The 
first was The Three Malla Mualgars, by Walter de la Mare, 
a story of three royal monkeys whose father had wandered far 
from his domains and whose sons made it their great adventure 
to return. In such books as The Light Princess by George Mac 
Donald and the beloved Little Merman of Hans Christian 
Andersen, she gives to the little princess and the mermaid an 
cthercal quality which sets them completely apart from any other 
My own favorite is Th. 
Happy Flute, a lovely Hindu legend something like that of St 
Francis of Assisi. Both text and illustrations personify ideals of 
peace and beauty with a solution for 
their attainment just out of our reach 

and yet within it 

It is, perhaps, in the illustrations 
for Rachel Field's doll story, Hitty. 
Her First Hundred Years, that this 
enchanting touch of mystery and 
aloofness, combined with a very con 
crete subject, ts most noticcable. Hitty 
had more than a touch of mystery in 
her wooden face, as all of us 
know who saw the famous doll seated 
in state in the children’s room of the 
New York Public Library, the year 
she won for her author the Newbery 
Medal. This award is given annually 
for the most distinguished book of the 
year for children. It was one of the 
reasons the doll had attracted Rachel 
Field and Dorothy Lathrop in the first 
place. that faint mysterious smile 
which lured them to the shop window 
from which they rescued her. Look 
at the picture of Hitty when the sav 
ages chose her to be their god and 
established her reverently on an altar 
set in a (Continued on page 22) 














STRANGE HOUSE: 











An old, gaslit house in New York 

isn’t exactly the sort of place 

a girl would choose to spend the 

night alone—but one girl had to 
By FLO PENGLASE 


HE first night I slept in the brownstone house, I was rather 

amused by the starkness of the furniture swathed all in 

white, by the staring, curtainless windows, and the bare, 
resounding floors. I was not used to the old New York custom 
of stripping the house for summer. But it was a grand and glori- 
ous fecling to be in New York at any time, and especially to be 
allowed to stay anywhere without paying room rent while taking 
a summer course at college. My aunts scemed overjoyed at the 
fact that three of us would be sleeping in their house as sort of 
watchdogs while they were away in the Maine woods—but right 
after I unlocked that huge front door, a telegram came. 


V2 p pe : 


Mast watt few days, we have summer 


Bah and Barb 


It was from my twin friends in Vermont. They wold both 
have exactly the same ailment. I was sure my mother would worry 
if she knew I was alone in a strange city, and in a strange 
house, but that Dad would say, “Stand on your own two feet, 
Minx. A certain amount of independence is good for you 

My first evening started auspiciously at Radio City with the 
Powells, bride and groom from my home upstate. When at last 
I alighted from the taxi at the steps of my abode, in that long 
row of brownstone houses of identical appearance, it was nearly 
midnight. The Powells had to dash back to pack to go to Camp 
Lee the next day. They were my only friends in New York 

I was hanging my slacks and slicks in the closet of my room 
on the second floor, when I heard footsteps in the lower hall 
I thought that perhaps one of my aunts might have returned to 
the city on an errand of some sort, so I hastened out into the hall 
and peered down the dusky well of the stairs in the greenish, 
flickering gaslight. My aunts, like many other New Yorkers with 
that will-o'-the-wisp of an offer for their valuable property ever 
before them, had neglected to modernize their house, and New 
York gas, in the few places where it ts still used for iiluminating 
purposes, is only a sickly, feeble ipparition 

The footsteps continued and I heard the stairs creak under 
their weight 


Sorry 
Cheerio. 


It was as though someone were coming up the 
stairway toward me, but though I had an unobstructed view from 
the railing I could see no one at all. The steps did not falter 
though they were not hurricd, but rested heavily on. each step, 
causing it to creak; and once, when they seemed nearly to the 
top, the bannister snapped as though a hand had been laid upon 
it. I stood perfectly still, amazed and mystified, while the foot- 
steps continued to the top of the stairs and passed me, it seemed, 
within a few feet. I felt as if I could put my hand out and touch 
the person—yct no one was there. I listened as the steps died 
down the corridor, but I could not tell whether they entered 
one of the rooms or not 

I was rather weak tn the knees when I returned to my room 
and sat shakily down upon the edge of the bed to think. The 





more I thought, the more real those footsteps seemed. But since 
there was no explanation, I decided I had better go to bed and 
try to sleep. 

The next thing I knew, it was the beginning of a gray dawn, 
and I was lying awake listening to a low, weird moaning and 
trying to account for those ceaseless monotones as I stared at 
the dim ceiling and the gray, silhouetted windows. At last I rose, 
opened the door into the hallway, and stood listening while the 
shadows seemed to crowd around me as though daring me to 
move. The sound scemed to come from above, so I went on up 
the stairs 

The third floor looked very austere, all the doors into the 
rooms having been left carefully closed. I went into the front 
bedroom. The old walnut furniture and misted mirror appeared 
depressing in the half-light of early day, and in that room, the 
brooding sounds seemed to be somehow nearer. Standing there 
with my head cocked to one side, like a robin listening for a 
worm, I tried to associate those sounds with something in the 
dim past. Memory came flooding back, and I saw myself, a little 


























Ilustrated bj HARVE STEIN 


girl visiting my aunt in Maine, and hearing the pigeons in the 
clfry of the church opposite her home. If you have never heard 
them, don't let anyone tell you that they merely “coo,” for it is 
10 such placid, contented cry they utter. It is something infinitely 
sadder and more unearthly. I went over and opened the unused 
ront window, and, quick as thought, two startled white-and 
gray pigeons came flapping down from their vantage place in 
the coping above, to alight in the strect, where they strutted 
ibout and eyed the world with suspicion. I laughed at my own 
stupidity, for the idea of pigcons, or any sort of birds in New 
York, had not occurred to me 

The following night I came in early to study. I had had so 

ich to think about all day up at college that the experiences 
f the night before had entircly gone from my mind. I thought. 
owever, that the red beret which I had left on the bench in the 
ill had been removed to the hatrack, but I ascribed it to the 
bsent-mindedness to which I am sometimes prone. I wandered 
nto the parlor with my book of English history 

I read for a while, but was conscious of sounds now and then 














“I DISTINCTLY HEARD FOOTSTEPS COMING UP THE STAIRS 


sometimes in the hallways, at other times scceming to come 
from rooms toward the back of the hous« 
ing definite and my book was profoundly intcresting, | decided 


but as they were noth 


to believe they were just ordinary house noises, such as plaster 
trickling in the walls, old boards expanding and snapping, the 
rustling of a window shade 

I went to bed about eleven, for I was dog-tired after a hard day 
of study and much tramping over the hot city pavements. A cool 
breeze had sprung up during the evening, and I must have slept 
like a baby. I was awakened by a cerrific crash and the splintering 
of glass somewhere at the top of the house. I rolled out of bed 
pulled on my dressing gown, and fumbled my way to the door 
in the pitch blackness. And how I longed for the instant bril 
liance of electric lights! My slecpy daze was beginning to wear 
off and I was conscious of the fact that outside a great wind had 
sprung up and was banging the heavy shutters at the back of 
the house 

Crouching down in the hall and fecling for the steps in the 
dark, I began working my way up, keeping as low as possible 


in case of a sudden attack from above, for I knew not what sort 
of burglar or maniac awaited me on the third floor. As I neared 


the top, I shivered-—partly from fear I will admit, but mostly 
because of a great draught of cold air which seemed to come 
from right above me 

I knew the phone had been disconnected for the summer, yet 
instead of walking into danger, | might have turned and dashed 
out of the front door and called for help. But there I was, alone, 
clinging with icy fingers to the banister in the threatening dark- 
My foot struck something cold and I drew it quickly 
away, stepping up, just as a sudden gust caused my hair to rise 
and my pajamas to flop grotesquely about me 

Then I was at the top floor, groping for a little stand in the 
hallway where I had seen a jar of matches. At last I found the 
jar, and struck a match, but it was instantly blown out. That was 
a silly thing to do, if someone were watching me, I thought. I 
paused and waited tensely for anything that might come. Then 
I heard it. It was a sound which came from way below, some 
where in the house 

I crept over to the stair railing and strained my ears to catch 
that strange, creaking sound above the wind that was switching 
all around me. Yes, there were foosteps on the lower flight of 
stairs, the ones leading down to the first floor! “Then whoever 
had caused the crash there at the top of the house had ‘made quick 
work of getting downstairs while I was still groping my way 
around the bedroom! Well, in that case I figured I could afford 
to have a bit of light up there. I scratched a few matches, and 
at last one held its flame long enough for me to light the gas jet 

By that time the footsteps had gone down the full flight of 
stairs and I could hear them receding far below. All over the 


ness. 


floor were gleaming fragments of glass, while up in the ceiling 
was a huge, gaping hole in the skylight. It was through that 
aperture that the chilly wind was blowing. 

I opened the door into the storeroom and rummaged until I 
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THESE OLD HOUSES ARF ALI ALIKE, 
THE OLD MAN TOLD MEI THE NEXT EVE 
NING, ‘FXCEPT FOR ONE STRANGE THING 


found the end of an old candle, which I lit from the gas jet 
in the hall, and then proceeded stealthily down the stairs to the 
second floor. It was so still that I had the feeling someone 
was waiting. I almost expected to hear a shot. Instead I heard 
those footsteps again, this time coming back upstairs. I shrank 
against the wall and shielded my candle. They continued delib- 
crately, halting now and then but coming stcadily upward. | 
could bear it no longer. 

“Who its there?” 1 demanded hoarsely. 

Again the steps halted, but after a few seconds resumed their 
way upward. Suddenly I took a chance and, leaning downward, 
stretched out my arm, holding the candle above the lower flight 
of stairs. I pecred intently down, but I saw no one at all. The 
footsteps continued up the last few steps and went slowly down 
the hall and ceased, just as they had the night before. There 
was no other sound except a fitful, sibilant whispering through- 
out the whole house, caused by the wind there at the skylight. 

How I got back to my room, I do not remember. I went over 
to the window and looked out into the side street. A_ taxi 
stopped at the apartment hotel opposite. A girl and a Navy 
officer dashed inside amidst a gale of wind. I could hear the 
scrape of streetcars out on Broadway, and the whishing of auto- 
mobiles lunging past. I reminded myself that I was in New York 
where all was life and energy, yet I seemed to be in some cove of 
antiquity, shut away in an old house that was, apparently, 
haunted 

I did not have much time to speculate, however, for that wild 
night sky with its scurrying clouds grew blacker as I watched, and 
a downpour of rain suddenly drenched the streets. In the quiet 
of the house, I could hear it come pattering heavily down through 
the broken skylight. There was nothing for me to do but resort 
to the basement, candle in hand, in search of a tub to put under 
that opening. I went down, trying to whistle. I haven't any 
more imagination than the average (Continued on page 27) 



















C ALEDGLING 
e ADVENTURES 


By EDWIN WAY TEALE 





This well-known nature writer and 
photographer tells you about baby 
birds, and the marvelous instinct 
which makes them take to the air 
































THIS BABY ROBIN, LOOKING SLIGHTLY RUFFLED BY 


A NEW WORLD, HAS JUST HOPPED OUT OF ITS NEST ya , 4 






















| ——- 
VE . 7 ~~. ~~ 
1G OR HOURS, that July afternoon, we had been ' — 
driving northward along New England roads. , 
Half a dozen miles south of Portland, Maine, 
et we caught sight of two dark specks, far ahead of us, 
he diving downward and zooming upward above the 
ne shimmering concrete of a four-lane highway. The specks grew 
rd larger. They expanded into two robins, almost beside them- 
rk selves in a frenzy of alarm, swooping recklessly in front of the 
b- onrushing cars. In the very center of one of the “‘fast’’ lanes 
I there huddled the dark form of a fledgling bird. Its untried 
wings, on its first flight from the nest, had landed it on the con- 
rete of the superhighway. 
it A car rushed over it. Although the wheels missed 
d. the young bird, a hurricane of wind left by the car's iad oo ciel el 
nt passing sent the fledgling rolling like a tumbleweed. Y. SHOWING THR TWO 
e It struggled to its feet, wobbled about, huddled low PARENTS WATCHING OVER 
n on the gray white concrete. Another car shot over it : FIGHT DUCKLINGS, ONE 
. and another gale buffeted it and sent it sprawling . S28 as oi a ve ene 
"i How many times it miraculously escaped from the 
t vheels of the racing cars I do not know. But at least 
, nlf a dozen machines, all going between forty and 
© itty miles an hour, passed over it before I could find 
" lace to pull off the highway, return, and rescue the ® 
. oung bird during a momentary lull in the trafhi 
* It was groggily rocking back and forth on its spindly 
. vs when I scooped it up. Its eyes were half closed. 
f \ll the while, the two parent birds were diving about Le| ee 
; their cries shrill in my cars. Only after I had set OWL. WHICH LANDPD ON 
‘ Hedgling down in the shade of a tussock. -where rHE SIDE OF A TREE 
j the adults could find and feed it until it recovered its AND CLUNG TO THE BARK 
} ngth and tried its wings again--did the frenzy of a ar Petco nes yon 
' ommotion subside | 
. The first flight of this robin, and its adventures 
ong the juggernauts of the superhighway, reached 
: superlative in excitement. But for all nestlings. 


wecaking, home ties brings exciting hours and a period 
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of uncertainty and hazard. 
They are launching them- 
selves with untried wings 
upon the invisible medium 
of the air. 


Among the Adirondack 
mountains, where a_ forest 


trail mounts a low ridge cov- 
ered with oak and’ spruce 
trees, I watched a fledgling 
one morning in mid-August. 
A hot silence enveloped the 
forest—the green silence of 
the trectops above; the 
brown silence of the mold 
ering leaves below. As I 
neared the end of the ridge, 
I became aware of a sudden 


excited crescendo of small 
bird voices ahead. A male 
black-throated blue warbler. 


its white wing patches stand- 
ing out in the forest light, 
was fluttering from branch 
to branch in a dead spruce 
tree. Clinging to one of the 
dry twigs of a lower branch, 
a fledgling warbler was look- 
ing fixedly straight down 
the slope of the ridge. It 
had just left its little nest of 
bark, grasses, pine 
and rootlets, hidden near by. 

Watching me approach, 
the parent bird darted about 
incessantly, calling — with 
mounting excitement. The 
baby gripped the twig as 
though it were determined 
never to let go. I had come 
almost abreast of the dead 
spruce before the fledgling 
launched itsclf down the 


needles 


slope. It flew directly away Top: 4 FLEDGLING ROBIN WHOSE SPECKLED 
from ine. and | could scc BREAST SHOWS ITS RFLATIONSHIP TO THE 
the hard-fluttering wingbeats | THRUSHES. Abores A PARENT ROBIN NFAR 
which kept it in the air and Sad seedless elle lhl te Pita Right: 

BABY SCREECH OWLS HUDDLING ON A VINE 


carried it downhill over the 
fallen trees and above the 
green bracken 
The baby warbler, with its father darting about it with shrill 
cries of encouragement, fluttered on and on 


stretches of 


It scemed unable 
to stop flying, unable to decide on what branch to alight 

Throughout its swift downhill coast. it kept yipping in shrill 
excitement. It behaved like a beginner on skis rushing downhill 
and calling at the top of his voice for everyone ahead to get out 
of the road. Finally, almost on the edge of a brook, the baby 
bird made a fast and sudden landing in another spruce. There 
it clung as though winded and dazed. I felt all worn out, too. 
The parent warbler, as though in great relief, dropped down 
beside the fledgling 

A few hours later, when I returned along the trail, the little 
bird was back almost in the tdentical dead spruce from which 
its initial flight had begun. But now it was fluttering from lower 
to higher branches. It had learned to fly uphill as well as down. 
It was now a creature of both earth and air 

The age at which a fledgling makes its first flight varices greatly 
according to the species. Some gain their flying feathers hardly 
more than a weck after they hatch from the egg, while among 
the Andean crags of South America young condors remain on 
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their nest ledges and are fed by their parents for a 
full year before they soar out over the valleys below 
on their nine-foot wings. Among ground-nesting 
birds, such as the common killdeer, the young leave 
the nests as soon as they hatch from the eggs. But 
they do this by running about in the manner of baby 
chicks. Later they obtain their flying feathers and 
take wing. 

While waiting for their muscles to develop and 
their wing feathers to grow in place, baby birds 
have adventures of many kinds within their nests 
Great windstorms bring exciting moments to fledg 
ling blackbirds in their basket nests among the cat- 
tails, and to baby orioles, swinging in great arcs in 
their nests at the tips of elm boughs. Screech ow! 


children see the opening of their tree-trunk hollow 
become alternately dark and livid white in the midst 
And wild ducklings 


of electrical storms at night. 


get a forctaste of their aquatic life when squalls drench their 
pondside nests 

The adventures of nestlings often occur in strange surround- 
ings. Gilbert White, in his classic The Natural History of Sel 
borne, tells of English swallows that made their nest on a pair 
of shears that had been stuck up among boards in a shed, and of 
another pair that nested in a conch shell, and on the dried body 
of an owl tacked up to the wall of a barn. In Wisconsin, some 
years ago, baby wrens hatched out and reached the fledgling stage 
in a nest built in a pair of old pants left hanging in an outhouse 

Of all these nesslings, none had such extraordinary adventures 
as the robins in a tree at the Bronx Zoo, in New York City. At 
that time the man-hating clephant, Khartoum, was one of the 
most dangerous animals in captivity. Yet when a pair of robins 
built their nest in a tree in his cage, the great beast seemed to de 
velop a sentimental attachment for the baby birds. Day after 
day, he would take his place beneath the tree, lift his massive 
trunk and, gently and carefully, fondle the little birds with its 
sensitive tip. 

As a general rule, however, the time for surprises and ad- 
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JULY, 1945 T HE 
ventures in a fledgling’s life is the time when it leaves the nest. 
All the birds in a neighborhood often sense this, and I have seen 
blackbirds, catbirds, robins, grackles, and even swallows join in 
the excited clamor when a baby robin tried out its wings too soon 
and came to ground in a downward slant. Some fledglings are 
rash and fearless and try to fly before their wings and muscles 
are ready; others hang back, fearful to trust themselves to the 
invisible support of the air. Just as among human children, bird 
children vary widely in the amount of self-confidence they 
POSSCSS. 

~ But all possess the instinct to fly as well as the feathers to 
support them in the air. They know what to do when they 
launch themselves from the nest. Instinct is so strong among 
birds that a baby chicken, which sometimes will begin to peep 
before it hatches, falls silent within the shell at the warning cluck 
of the mother hen. The instinct which aids the fledgling to 
navigate the air is vital to its safety. It enables it to fly 
enough, usually at the first trial, to avoid most of its enemies 


well 


successfully 

Learning lessons, of an infinite variety of kinds occupies the 
days after a fledgling ventures from the nest. As was related in 
a previous article, Sammer School for Woodland Babies, (June, 
1943), many birds teach their children how to hunt and how to 
avoid dangers. I have seen a parent starling, its feathers glinting 
in the sun, followed across a lawn by four or five grayish-black 
youngstc cs . 
food which she thrust down the throats of the hungry fledglings. 
But she was offering them more than food 
by example, a lesson in making a living Wild ducks sometimes 


She was providing, 





thote CONVOY FOR A BABY DUCK 
ORMED BY rwo PARENT MALLARDS 

BABY MEADOW LAKKS WITH 
DHE MOUTHS WIDE OPEN. THEIR 
MOTHER KNOWS THEM FROM OTHER 
‘ABIFS BY THEIR) MOUTH PATTERN 
AND COLOR WHICH VARIFS WITH 
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The parent was digging up grubs and finding other 
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swim about a pond, one on cither side of a duckling like a pro- 
tecting convoy. 

In a tangle of underbrush just off a wood road, some years 
ago, | was bending silently over my camera trying to record on 
film the activity of a curious bark beetle, when a shrill hubbub 
arose some forty or fifty feet to my left. The screaming of a blue 
jay mingled with the frenzied cries of a pair of towhees. The 
towhees seemed beside themselves with anxiety. The jay ap 
peared, darting along close to the ground. Ahead of it, scuttling 
this way and that through fallen leaves and tangled twigs, was 
what appeared to be a meadow mouse. Its hurried rushes carried 
it close to me and I saw it was a baby towhee, still unable to fly 
and fleecing from the jay in blind pani 

The parent birds, gentle and unaggressive, could only scream 


their distress They made no move to attack the bigger and 
more aggressive bird. Suddenly the bright-cyed jay saw me 
move. It shot behind a bush with a flip of its blue wings and its 


harsh screaming receded as it darted away. The towhees were 
still anxiously flying from perch to perch when I left. But they 
knew where the fledgling was and they could find and feed it. 

When their own young are endangered, the blue jays, unlike 
the gentle towhees, swiftly fly to the attack. Every summer, items 
appear in the newspapers about pedestrians being set upon by 
blue jays and by screech owls. Both these when their 
fledglings arc ready to tly, begin swooping down to attack every- 


birds, 


thing that may be a source of danger 

A friend of mine once started toward his parked car when a 
blue jay darted, screaming, toward him. The onslaught was so 
fierce that he had to retreat. Again he tricd to get to his car 
and again the performance was repeated, Eventually, he shielded 
his head and peered beneath the machine. There, near one of 
the front wheels, crouched a fledgling blue jay. It had landed 
near by at the end of its initial fight and had taken refuge under 
the car 

My final incident, in concluding this article, concerns the man 
ner in which two blu jays combined in a clever stratagem that 
drove away the cats from the neighborhood of a nest where theit 
fledglings were approaching the time of their first flight. For 
days the war between the cats and the jays had been going on, 
when I was attracted one morning by an uproar and the con- 
tinual plunging of blue jays past my study window 

I looked out. Our pet kitten, Silver, had been spicd by the 
jays as he lay sunning himself on the peak of the front porch 
Less than a hundred fect away, the blue jays had their nest. They 
Their assault, however, was 
29) 


immediately swooped to the attack 


no haphazard affair, The two birds (Continued on page 
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BOYS DON 1 
yot RUN 


LIKI HEARING 
DOWN OTHER GIRLS 


Listen to yourself talking—can you find 


anything wrong in what you hear? 
ro) ro) 


x WANT to say a few words about talking. In 

@& I short, how's your conversation? Does it need a 
beauty treatment ? 

Have you ever stopped to think that talking to 


others is just about the most important thing you do? Through 
what you say and how you say it, people judge the sort of person 
you are, Often they make up their minds about you through 
your conversation, without ever giving you a chance to show 
what you can do. You may have all sorts of good ideas and kind 
intentions, but if every time you open your mouth you make a 
noise like a broken phonograph record, you're not going to get 
very far with them 

We keep old friends and make new ones largely through the 
way we talk. Unfortunately it can lose them for us, too. We 
can get the right position through the ability to express our 
thoughts clearly and intelligently ; or, through lack of that ability, 
we can miss the big chance. If we're careful about the things 
we say, we can make other people happy 
often make them miserable 

Well, then, how do you talk ? 

First of all, are you easy on the ear, or does your voice sound 
like an air-raid siren ? 
troubles 

Do you go around working people into nervous breakdowns 
by flinging fifty or more unfinished sentences at them, all at 
one time? A higgledy-piggledy talker simply advertises to the 
whole world that she can't, or won't, think straight. If you want 
to prove that there's a brain under your pretty hair, finish your 
sentences. 

Do you interrupt people all the time ? 
Susie is telling a story 


If we're careless, we 


Deep breathing will cure most voice 


Suppose your friend 
Do you often get ahead of her and finish 
it up yourself? This doesn't really prove that you're bright and 
quick——it just makes people think you're inconsiderate. And it’s 
a wonderful way to lose friends 

Do you keep trying to change the subject? If the other 
girls are discussing a club program, do you keep dinning away 
on the subject of your new dress? It may seem strange to you, 
but they may wav to talk about that program People who are 
always dragging the conversation back to themselves get to be 
tiresome. 


HOW'S YOUR 
CONVERSATION? 


ARE YOI 
VOICE IS 


CERTAIN 
EASY ON 


THAT 
THE 


YOUR 
EARS ¢ 


By GERMAINE HANEY 


Do you talk all the time? One good rule in conversation is to 
make it snappy. Say what you have to say, and when you come 
to the end, stop. People will love you for it. 

Can you talk to more than one other person at a time? I've 
scen people who always manage to leave the third person out of 
a conversation, haven't you ? 

For instance, take a situation like this: Susie and you are 
bosom friends. You are walking home from school together. 
Suddenly, you turn a corner and overtake Anne, who ts going 
home, too. You join her. Now, Susie and you share all your 
secrets and all your friends, but Anne goes with a different crowd. 

Do you try to make the conversation general? If you and 
Susic refer to the doings of your own group, do you give Anne 
an explanation ? Or do you just sing a duet while she tags along 
feeling like the tail that didn't get ‘pinned on the donkey ? 

No matter what sort of group you find yourself part of, share 
your conversation with ereryene around you. Put yourself in 
the position of the person who is left sitting out in the cold. It's 
not very comfortable. 

Some people feel miserable when they first meet strangers 
chiefly because they can't think of anything to say to them. How- 
ever, you can't avoid mecting strangers. You really wouldn't 
want to. If you never talk to anyone new, your life is going to 
be about as exciting as a turtle’s. — 

So, when you meet new people, just relax. Very few of them 
bite, remember. The first thing to do is take a deep breath. This 
may sound silly, but it isn't. When you breathe deeply, you 
automatically relax. The minute you start breathing in little 
gasps, you begin to tie yourself into knots. And your voice 
sounds like steam escaping from a radiator 

Remember, you don't have to start making cheerful noises 
right off the bat. Take your time. Give yourself a minute in 
which to smile. The stranger may be nervous, too, and a smile 
will reassure you both. It’s like sticking a toe into the lake be 
fore you plunge in, just to make sure the water is warm. 

And there are all sorts of subjects you can use for spring 
boards into the conversational pool. A little small talk about the 
weather isn't going to hurt anybody. I know it’s used a lot, but 
fortunately it's changeable. Of course, you don't have to hang 
on to it grimly, hour after hour. (Continued on page 22) 
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FOR THE LAND’S SAKE 


CONCLUSION 


Y HEART seemed to stop entirely when I looked out the 
window at the burning tobacco barn. It was a sicken- 
ing sight. 

“Run and wake Tommy!" I cried hoarsely. 
it out.” 

Pat leaped from the bed and ran across the hall, yelling like 
a maniac, “Help! Help! Fire! Fire!” She certainly got results 
with her sensational method. Out of one door popped Tommy 
in his zebra-striped pajamas, and out of another popped Cousin 
Emmie in her nightgown and minus her teeth. 

I snatched off my dance dress and pulled on a sweater and 
skirt, and while the others were scrambling into their clothes 
I called some of the neighbors on the phone. It seemed hope- 
less to try to put out the fire. The 
barn was built of poplar; it was old 
and well-seasoned and would burn 
like tinder. 

A stranger procession than we 
made that night you would not often 
sce. Tommy, in front, was run 
ning like a scared rabbit, with Pat 
ind me close behind, and after us 
ran Cousin Emmie—and Aunt Susan 
who was moaning and groaning and 
panting like a lizard. 

As we came close to the barn, we 
ould see in the bright blaze two 
running figures. We could not tell 
who they were. The hot breath of 
the fire was upon us. The flames 
roared upward, ina straight column ; 
there was no wind at all. 


“We'll try to put 


lears were rolling down my 
checks. Once or twice before in 
my life a barn or shed had burned, 
ind it had made only a small im 
pression on me. But after you have 
worked and planned and worried 
over a crop, you feel ditferently 





when you see it going up in smok¢ 
Near the opposite edge of the 
ircle of light which the fire had 
made, I recognized Lavinia. She 
was crouching over something, tug 
ging att. Tran over to where shg 
was. A man was with her, helping 
her lift a basket of stripped tobacco 
He turned toward me and as the 
claring light of the fire fell full on 
his face. | saw who it was 
Jim!" T exclaimed Where on 
rth have you been ? 
I been up to Detroit, he told 
and offered neither explanation 
apology. A horrid suspicion 
ossed my mind. Had Jim set fire 
to our barn? But why would he 
have done that? Then I saw, with 
mazement, that he and Lavinia, 
with the help of the Myers boy 
who got there before we did-—had 
saved nearly al! the stripped to 
bacco; basket after basket of it they 
had pulled out of the burning barn 


“HARRY, 
TOO GOOD TO BE TRUE 


HARRY IT 


As Lucy Ellen says good-by to 
her duties as a farmer, ad more 


exciting chapter opens for her 


and carried to safety. I felt rather ashamed of my ugly suspicion ; 
they had risked being burned to get some of those baskets out 

When Aunt Susan came up and saw Jim, her nostrils flared 
with anger and I was afraid she was going to accuse him, then 
and there, of arson. 

“Who could have set it on fire?” gasped Cousin Emmie. 
“And why would anyone want to do such a thing? Oh, my 
poor, dear Cousin Ed! What a shock it will be to his nerves. 
And his bad heart. I just hope he will survive it. 

“We won't never know how it happened, I reckon,’’ said 
Lavinia. “Aunt Susan and I was here till dark, stripping, and we 
never had a spark of fire. It's my opinion a tramp stopped by 
here tonight and slept a while and dropped a cigarette.” She 
wiped her streaming face with her apron. 

“Possum hunters might have been through here and dropped 


a cigarette,” suggested Tommy. 


FRANCES FITZPATRICK WRIGHT I come in on the two o'clock 


freight,” Jim put in. “And as I wuz 
crossin’ the pasture, makin’ for 
home, I scen the first blaze. I tried 
to put it out by myself, but hit wuz 
beyond me, so I run and got La 
vinia. She helped me bring out a 
lot of baskets, and this here boy and 
| done the rest. I shore hate it for 
pore Mr. Downing Hit’s bad! 

He sounded pertectly sincere, and 
| felt certain he was telling the 
truth. I thanked him and Lavinia 
and Buddy Myers for what they 
had donc 

Meantime a lot of the other 
neighbors had arrived and stood 
around, watching the falling tim 
bers and expressing their sympathy 
| do believe that the warmest hearts 
in the world belong to farm peopl« 
Good old Mr. Myers patted my 
shoulder and said, “Cheer up now 
it vasn't your fault. And ve all 
have our share of bad luck. It could 
have been worse.’ 

That's truc, Mr. Myers,” agreed 
“Mr. Downing cat 


He is al 


Cousin Emmi 
ricd insurance, I'm sure 
WAYS well insured 

When finally I got to bed that 
night, I did not feel the least bit 
sleepy. I lay awake and watched 
the day dawn. I had not very long 
to wait. I was terribly worried about 
how to break the news of the fire to 
Father 

The minute breakfast was over, 
I called our insurance agent, Mr 
Peterson, to report the loss. He came 
right out and appraised it. Well, I 
was definitely cheered to learn that 
Father had a thousand dollar policy 
on the barn and a twenty-five hun 
dred dollar policy on the crop. With 
the help of the Myers boy and his 
father, and Jim and Lavinia, Mr 
Peterson estimated the amount of 
tobacco saved as fifty percent of the 
crop. But that still made the insur 
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ance company owe Father two thousand, two hundred and fifty 
dollars 

Twenty-two hundred and fifty dollars could console me for 
almost any barn and half its contents, but I suspected Father 
would feel very differently. When Mr. Peterson had gone, I sat 
down to try to write him a letter and break the news gently. 

In desperation I nibbled my pen, unable to get the letter 
started. Pat and Tommy rallied round to help me. Pat said, 
“Just start off by saying, ‘Dear Father, could you use a check 
for twenty-two hundred and fifty?) That would be a good way 
to break the news.” 

“No, it wouldn't,” said Tommy. “It would only make him 
think you had sold the tobacco for that, and when he found out 
the truth he'd feel awful. I would say, “The tobacco barn caught 
fire and burned up, but half the crop was saved, and the other 
half was insured.’ Father is no baby, even if he is sick 

As it turned out, I didn't have to write any letter at all. The 
telephone rang and it was Western Union with a wire from 
Mother saying Father was well enough to come home. They 
were leaving Florida that day and would arrive next day at 
seven P.M. 

That message threw us into a dither of joy and excitement, 
not unmixed with dismay. I mean we were like the people in 
the fairy story when they waked from their hundred years’ sleep 
and leaped into activity. Aunt Susan whirled into baking a cake, 
Pat started the vacuum cleaner, Tommy got busy washing the 
car, I went out to rake the fallen leaves that still lay thick on the 
lawn. Our housekeeping had been pretty sketchy with so much 
else to do, and we didn’t want Father and Mother to find the 
place looking gruesome. We kept at it all that day and the next 
until nearly train time, and really we had the place looking right 
presentable, considering the short time we had. 
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“We ought to have a potted plant for Father's room, don’t you 


think so?” asked Pat anxiously. “It would make it look much 
more welcoming. And in Florida, where he has been, he has 
got used to flowers.’ 

Father hates people to waste money, though,” Tommy point- 
ed out. “It might make him sicker.” 

“That's true,’ I agreed. “But if we each chip in a dollar out of 
our Own money, we can get him a pretty plant and no one will 
be much worse off.” So we agreed on that and I phoned the 
flower shop to send us an azalea. 

The florist’s truck was late coming—we were ready to start to 
the train when it came in. Pat snatched the plant from the driver 
and ran to put it on the bedside table in Father's room. 

Topper was dancing with excitement as if he knew what 
was going on and when we got into the car, he leaped in with 
us. We had a hard time getting him out. 

“I think we ought to let him go,” argued Pat. “His feelings 
will be hurt if we make him stay at home.” 

“There's not room for him,” said Tommy with finality. “Get 
out, good old fellow. We'll be back in a few minutes 

The train, we found out when we got to the station, was thirty 
minutes late. “If you shut your eyes and count slowly to five 
hundred before you open them, it helps the time to go faster,” 
said Pat. Tommy glared at the face of the clock as if it were the 
face of an enemy, and went outside to walk the rails for his 
pastime. I bought a magazine and began a detective story. 

Finally we heard the train whistle, and Pat and I sprang to our 
feet with one movement. Tommy came running and stood be- 
side us on the platform. By then we could see the smoke of the 
train and hear the sound of the engine. Then we saw it coming 
round the curve and slowing to a stop. We ran alongside until 
we came to where the Pullman conductor was getting down his 
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Illustrated by MEG WOHLBERG 


step. Then we had to wait till the first passengers got off. 

In a moment we saw Mother in a pretty new hat made entirely 
of violets. She was smiling at us and waving her hand. Just 
behind her we saw Father. He was very brown and he looked 
heavier and younger, lots younger than when he left. All of us, 
by then, were screaming with excitement. I mean we sounded 
like a pep squad, as they came down the steps. And on the 
way home we were still incoherent with excitement. 

When we got to the gate and Father got his first glimpse of 
the house, he gave a big, satisfied sigh and said, “It’s good to be 
back!" Mother's eyes were full of tears when we stopped the 
car and she saw Aunt Susan running out, with Topper at her 
heels wriggling with joy. 

Tommy hustled the bags out of the car and into the house, 
ind we all trooped in after him. Supper was wonderful. Aunt 
Susan had laid herself out on it. It was such fun to be eating 
it the big table in the dining room, instead of having a forlorn 
little meal for three in the breakfast room. Father was in high 
spirits. He laughed loud and long at Tommy's account of the 
rn gathering. 
| hated to mention the tobacco barn and take the keen edge 
tf his homecoming pleasure, so I decided to wait until later 
But I knew I couldn't put it off much longer. I wanted to pre- 
ure him for the shock of seeing the barn was gone when he 
looked out the next morning. So about bedtime, when we were 
ll sitting in the living room waiting for the news, I said, 

Father, as you know, the corn and hay came out fine, but we 
had some bad luck with the tobacco. I hope you won't feel too 
bad about it.” 

Father looked concerned 


“Did the tobacco mildew?’ he 
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WE COULD NOT TFLL WHO THI TWO FIGURES WERI 


asked. ‘Too much rainy weather is mighty apt to cause strutting.” 
“No,” I said faintly, “it's much worse than that Father 
grunted and frowned 
“The barn caught on fire,” explained Pat. “It burned down, 


but Jim and Lavinia and the Myers boy pulled out a lot of 
the tobacco, and you will get a lot of insurance.” 

Father groaned again. I thought, for a minute, that he was 
going to rave, but he didn't. He said, “When did it happen ? 
Why didn't you let me know ?” 

“It only happened night before last,” I told him, and with 
constant interruptions from Pat and Tommy, I explained how 
it was 

‘I'm sure Jim is innocent, though appearances are a little 
against him,” Father said. ‘‘He is a weak stake, to be sure, but he 
is not a criminal.’ 

Tobacco barns burn more often than any other buildings 
on farms, I've noticed,” said Mother. “I'm thankful you have 
insurance, but I hope you won't build it back. Tobacco is a worry 
to you from start to finish, with labor as it is now. I wish you 
would put the place in pasture and run beef cattle on it, of 
maybe buy some more milk cows.” 

Pat, Tommy, and I gave simultaneous groans. “Anything but 
cows!” I pleaded. “Cows are more trouble than tobacco or any 


thing. You dont know what we went through until we got 
Lavinia to take over the milking.” 

Father was so quiet I was afraid his homecoming had been 
spoiled. Then he looked across at Mother and his face relaxed 
in a smile. “I’m strongly disposed toward pasture and beef 
cattle so long as I run the farm.’’ He looked at me and smiled 
“IT don’t want Lucy Ellen to get to (Continued on page 30) 
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OPENING AND CLOSING THEMES FOR THE WEIR-COVE, 
WEST VIRGINIA GIRL SCOUT BROADCASTS ARE PLAYED 
BY A MEMBER OF THE TROOP. THE ACCOMPANIST IS 
ALWAYS A SCOUT AND THE MUSIC BRIDGES ARF SE 
LFCTED FROM MUSIC SHE KNOWS, OR IT IS WRITTEN 
JUST FOR THE BROADCAST BY HER MUSIC TFACH FI 


THIS GROUP OF SCOUTS IN GREAT FALLS, MONTANA, HELD 
THEIR GIRL SCOUT BIRTHDAY OBSFRVANCE OVER THE AIR 











the AIR 


Left: GIRL SCOUTS OF KANSAS 
CITY, MISSOURI, WHO PARTICI- 
PATED IN ONE OF THE FIRST 
INVESTITURF CEREMONIES FVER 
rO BE HELD AS A BROADCAST 


THIS SENIOR GIRL SCOUT TOOK PART IN THEI 
ULAR SATURDAY BROADCAST LUNCHEON IN 
COTILLION ROOM WHICHE ORIGINATES IN 
TEL PIERRE IN NEW YORK CITY, AT LEFT IS GENE 
KIRBY, ANNOUNCER AT REAR KADIF HARRIS, WHO 
CONDUCTS THE PROGRAM, AND AT RIGHT, MARGO, 
STAR OF THE CURRENT HIT, "A BELL FOR ADANO” 


RFG- 
THE 
THE HO 


Left: GIRL SCOUTS OF WEIR-COVE, WEST 
GO OVER THEIR RADIO SCRIPTS BEFORI 
rHE AIR AND LEARN FROM THE ANNOl 
rO GET THE SOUND EFFECT OF A DOOR 


VIRGINIA, 
GOING ON 
NCER HOW 
SLAM MING 


ia 
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Left PARTICIPATING IN A BROADCAST 
SPONSORFD BY THE COMMUNITY RADIO 
WORKSHOP IN WINSTON-SALFM, NORTH 
CAROLINA WHERE ALI ORGANIZATIONS 
WORK TOGETHER ON RADIO ACTIVITIES 


At: AN A ’ NURSE, A FORMER GIRI 
SCOUT, TELLS CLIFI ARQUFTTE ON HIS 
PROGRAM, “GLAMOUR MANOR, THAT FOR- 
MER GIRI SCOUT TRAINING HAS HELPED 
HER CONSIDERABLY IN HER ARMY CAREER 








OME of 
among the lucky ones who live in an all 
time summer 


you, of course, are numbered 


swimming and 


climate where 
boating are yours for the asking any day of 
the year. To the majority of our readers, 
however, to be in or on the water for fun 
Vacation Special” to be eagerly 
planned for and happily looked back 
as tops in entertainment. For so 
aquatic September 
June are with 
grooming techniques or laboratory problems. 


A cold shower mornings to help get awake and 


represents a 
upon 
summet! 


many, activitics from 


through associated largely 


1 warm tub at night to encourage sleep are 
excellent as essentials, but lack glamour as 
sports. Add to this a patient moth- 
ers advice to “drink six glasses daily, dar- 
ling, as a sure 'nuf beauty aid,” and an im- 
patient Chem, teacher's warning to look be- 


water 


yond H,O if you wish a passing grade, and 
you are. still with the 
which water ts put. 


unsatisfied uses to 

The fortunate few of you who swam be- 
fore you walked, paddled a canoe before you 
could spell the instead of 
rode to school still 
perhaps know all the answers. 
look rather than 
look, this article to sce if it covers the main 
facts; and if you think something misses the 
point, or 1s 


word, or rowed 


when you were quite 


young, Even 


so, wont you over, over 


entirely missing, send in your 
ideas to help us show that playing the safe 
way pays? 

So much as a prelude—now to prove safety 
at the waterfront, whether that 
front be represented by a homemade swim- 
min’ hole or a stretch of the Atlantic like the 
one at Nantucket, where a signpost pointing 
Next land Spain.” Following 
the pattern of the interrogations, let us begin 
with Why: 

Why is 
safety 


watel 


makes sensc 


seaward reads, 


prove to you that 
as you begin to plan for 
Because, readers, the 
1944 edition of Accident Facts compiled by 
The National Safety that 


about seven thousand persons in this country 


there need to 


makes sense 


sports 4 


gentle 


Council shows 
alone lose their lives each year from drown- 


ing. Over half of these accidents happen in 


ET uw the SWIM-— 


half of the 
children and young people from five to twen- 
ty-four years of age, That should answer why 


summer and almost victims are 


you must be safety-wise, and make sure you 
are counted owt in any such figures as these. 

What are these water sports that should be 
such fun and can be so full of hazards if you 
don’t play the game with care and common 
Nothing that should cause danger- 
just an opportunity, where possible, to have 
some kind of fun and safe adventure in or on 
the water. 

Where can you find the setting for 
these sports? If you're a beginner, the ideal 
place to learn is at a camp such as many of 
our Girl Scouts attend, where site equipment, 
instruction, and 


sense ? 


best 


are all carefully 
carried on ac- 


supervision 
approved and the activities 
cording to accepted standards. 

However, in these wartimes, if the Office 
of Defense Transportation or other 
tions make it necessary to get your 


restric- 
summer 
home, it is still possible to keep 
picture. Perhaps the Red 
Cross ts giving courses at the 
beach in 


fun nearer 
swimming in the 
lake, shore, or 
your community and classes are 
scheduled for young people at certain periods. 
If you're a novice, check on it, for 
will find a learn 
from experts. If you're already a Junior Life 


Saver, you may be able to help some other 


here you 


safe and satisfying way to 


learn the safe way to 
part of your 
sports fun. Or you may 
leader, who knows the rules, on a day's hike 
with your troop. Or it may be 
a part of one of the nicest old styles made 
new again, the family picnic. Wherever the 
setting, plan to check on certain factors for 
safety’s sake, remembering that the farther 
you are from the standard protections such 
camps, patrolled 
supervised pools offer, the more need there 
is to stop, look, and listen before going off 


youngsters swimming 


success as a summer water 


swim with your 


ywwn club o1 


as organized beaches, or 
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By MARGARET 
C. LEWIS, M.D. 


Girl Scout National Staff 


Far Left: WELL EQUIPPED 
DOCKS WILL HAVE A_ RING 
BUOY LIKE THIS ONE WHICH 
CAN BE THROWN TO A PER 
SON WHO IS DROWNING OR 
IN DISTRESS. LOOK FIRST 
FOR THIS, AND THEN FOR A 
BOAT. DIVING IN YOURSELI 
COMFS LAST ON THE LIS1 


Left: THERE ARE RULES 
ABOUT WHAT TO DOIN ACA 
NOE, DO YOU KNOW THEM 7? 


Be sure you are familiar with 
the area in which you plan to swim, Do you 
know whether there are any hidden rocks, 
unsuspected shallows or depths, tides, cur 
rents, or treacherous that might 
turn fun into tragedy? You probably would 
not be so heedless, but it was just a few sum- 
mers ago that I had to patch up the battered 
head of a young teacher who kept her class 
in a guarded place and then swam out of 
bounds herself, to an untested swimming 
Diving from one rock, she struck het 
head squarely against a submerged one of 
equal hardness and greater sharpness, Result 

a six-inch scalp wound, ten stitches, three 
weeks of pain and expense for her, and need 
less anxiety for the rest. So much for stunt- 
ing. It does not pay. 

Who wants to play, regardless of where’ 
Pretty much everyone—from Grandma, who 
shyly shoes and rest her 
poor tired feet in a half-inch puddle, to the 
small brother who shakes off his shorts and 
is off “non-stop” to China. Where a 
is part of family fun, the daughter who has 
had camp has a superb oppor 
tunity to put into practice some of the hows, 
safety. Big Sister 
special in the eyes of the 
younger ones and because of their tendency 
to “follow the leader,” she has a rare chance 
to prove that it’s not sissy to be careful. 

When is it best to swim? So many times 
if just seems as if you can’t wait to get into 
the water. Just a bite to eat and then ready 
to dash does it—but does it do? It 
gives you that's what. Or it may 
be you want to plunge in after some high 
pressure game, race, or what not, in order to 
cool off, and again you get—not rest or re 
laxation—but cramps. This time from over- 
tired or overtaxed muscles. One of the most 


the deep end. 


undertows 


area, 


removes hose to 


swim 
Experience 


whats, and whys of water 
is always a bit 


what 
cramps, 


common of water accidents, cramps ,always 
cause pain and sometimes bringepanic, so let's 
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Far Right: 1T’S NEVER 
SAFE TO CLOWN IN’ THE 
WATER, EVEN WHEN THERE 
ARE PEOPLE LOOKING ON 


Right: GIRL SCOUTS IN 
CAMP BEECHWOOD, SODUS, 
NEW YORK, KNOW THAT IT 
IS SAFE TO DIVE OFF THI 
FND OF THEIR 110 FOOT 
PIER IN LAKE ONTARIO, 
ARE YOU AS SURE OF THE 
PLACE YOU GO SWIMMING? 


be sure to include these three little rules: 

1. Wait at least two hours after eating. 

Wait until you are rested. 

3. Be sure you feel tiptop when you start. 

How can you tell whether you're really 
the picture of health? Your health check 
from the doctor, which I hope you keep up 
to date, is always a safe passport to adven 
ture. However, if on the day you plan to 
swim, you have a stomach-ache, headache, ot 
earache, feel chilly, overheated, or overtired, 
play safe and stay out of the water. It pays. 

How to get the most out of your swim 
ming and have it take the least out of you 
can be covered in five special bits of advice. 

1. Don’t overdo it. Thirty minutes inthe 
water makes a good average swim. However, 
if you feel chilly, look blue, if your teeth 
chatter or your hands shake, don’t wait for 
i time limit to expire, but hustle out, and give 
yourself a good rub to warm up 

>. Protect your skin against sunburn, for 
believe it or not, in this we have one of our 
hazards. Take ex 


st common summe! 
posure to sun in small doses, and if you burn 
easily use a protective sun oil or lotion. In 
ny event, don't plan to acquire that luscious 
suntan in one easy sitting, for it won't be 
and it may be dangerous. At best, dis- 
nfort, and at worst, death, have resulted 
Remember, 
oo, that strange as it may seem, the sun can 


from taking such senseless risks. 


n just as seriously when it’s hiding behind 
cloud on a hot July day as when it meets 
face to face. 

Know your endurance and take no 
nces on overtaxing your muscles with 
If you feel yourself getting 
remember that floating is a perfect rest 
so turn over on vour back and rest 
ore the final homestretch to shore. 
1. Stunts and lone-star exhibits have no 
place in your type of fun, so be content to 
m with a buddy or the group: swim 


wim marathons 
1 
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Are it’s) 


parallel to shore when long distance is your 
aim, and know it’s just as much fun to swim 
in five feet of water as in fifty. Don't take 
dares and don't be afraid to admit it if you 


can't swim. Everyone had to learn sometime. 


5. If an emergency does come up, keep 
calm. Records show too often that “she lost 
A classic 
example was the girl five feet tall who 
drowned in four feet of water because she 
was so overcome with fear and panic that 


her life because she lost her head.’ 


she lost all reason. If you're a lifesaver al- 
ready, or have learned to swim at camp, in a 
Y, or in a Red Cross class, you know their rule 
of three, Throw—-Row—Go, used in recover 
ing a drowning person, Just in case you 
aren't familiar with it and feel the urge to 
swim out when you hear a call for help, re 
member that the advice of trained experts is 

1. Throw—a ring buoy to pull the person 
in. In pools or on piers, long bamboo poles 
are often provided. These can be extended 
so the victim can get a grasp on something 
that will be of aid in pulling him in 

2. Row—-Approach by boat is second best 
for long-distance rescues. An oar or air cush- 
ton from the boat can be used as a buoy to 
help the tired swimmer to shore. 

3. Go—To go yourself is last on the ap- 
proved list, so even though it may be first 
in your mind, remember where the experts 
place it and heed the rule of three. 

Boats and canoes have not been forgotten, 
but just saved for the finish. It seemed 
fairer to put swimming frst because more 
of you will go in for that form of water 
sport and because, too, it's a very important 
preparation for enjoying the other two in 
safety. The same set of interrogations could 
be cut dewn or built up to boat or canoe 
size patterns. Because we want our Girl 
Scouts to be so trained that their good times 
will be safe times always, we include in their 
preliminaries for boating and canoe participa 
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tion, in addition to the swimming tests and 


precautions, such items as the following. You 
may already know them, but for safety's 
sake let's check again on the record before 
starting off to sea, or reasonable facsimile 
thereof 

1. Know how to handle yourself and yout 
boat in the water safely. 

2. Know that your equipment is safe and 
adequate before attempting to use it. For 
canoes this means 


check-up) of canvas, 
frame, and paddles. A painter and extra 
paddle should be included. For boats, a 
check on the seaworthiness, condition of oars 
and rowlocks, and provision of extra oar, 
painter, and bailet 

3. Know the capacity of boat or canoe, 
Do you know how this is determined? Per 
haps you do, but it's interesting enough to 
risk repetition. The capacity is determined 
by the number of persons who can sit in the 
bottom of the boat or canoe filled with water 
and still keep their heads above water 

i. Know and successfully pass a canoe tip 
test. Again, in case you haven't learned the 
Girl Scout way yet, this consists of capsiz 
ing the canoe about fifty feet from shore 
rolling it to an upright position, climbing 
in, and hand paddling to shore dressed in a 
blouse and skirt or shorts, shoes, and socks 
prepared for 
intense heat or sudden chill, for the weather 


In canoeing or boating be 


changes without warning so often. The same 
rules for sunburn hold here as in swimming, 
and you'll do well to protect your cyes, too, 
Rubber-soled 


w rope-soled shoes give firm foot 


from the glare of the sun, 
sneakers 


ing. Of course changing seats is done only 
when the boats or canoes are beached or tied, 
and clowning is definitely out. Remember 
that a canoe always stays on top of the 
water, so hang on to it if you should capsize. 

So much for the questions and answers 
Do you still want to get in the swim? Of 
course you do, and of course you'll be hav 
ing a wonderful time, while you prove to 
yourselves and to a grateful world that safety 
does make sense, and that such sense pays big 
dividends. 
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temple of leaves and green bamboo shoots. 
The idea for this particular adventure orig- 
inated with Miss Lathrop, who suggested that 
Hitty be consigned to the jungle and the sav- 
ages, and she pictured the incident in one of 
the most appealing illustrations for the story. 

Hitty was published in 1929. Two years 
later Dorothy Lathrop was discussing with 
Louise Seaman, then editor of Macmillan’s 
juvenile department, her plan for a picture 
book to be called The Fatry Circus. She sug- 
gested writing a slight text to accompany the 
pictures. “The pictures came,” relates Miss 
Seaman, “but I waited and worried about the 
text—until at last it arrived. It was exactly 
the right interpretation, the rich reflection of 
her stored-up wealth of watching outdoors 
with an artist's eyes; it had a grace of style 
shaped by continuous good reading 

The Fairy Circus is one of the loveliest 
of Dorothy Lathrop’s books. Airy and deli 


cate as the drawings are, they required careful 


research——but not all of it was gravely scien 
tific. “For one of the incidents in The Fazry 
Ciren writes a friend, “she had to find out 


what a frog does with his front legs when he 


jumps. She consulted scientists in vain, and 
finally, when she had the frog in the bathtub 
he was too quick even for artist eyes! 

Frogs in the bathtub, Pekingese puppies i 
the bedroom! “Certainly! says Miss Lathrop 


se your models, but 


It is not necessary to rr 
it's lots of fun.” she continues. Fortunately 
in some inexplicable way, the affection which 
the artist feels for such models creeps into 


Without this affection he can 
a perfectly correct anatomical study 


his drawings 
make 
but never a picture which children will love 

Miss Lathrop gives a charming descriptiot 
flying squirrel who confidingh 
Ot course she 


drawing but she r 


of the baby 
made a cradle of her left hand 
ceded that hand for 
marks, 


I am glad to give up the use of one hand. But 


Since only when sleeping ts he quiet 


settle down for a nap he never does, until he 
has twirled around and around within my 


half-closed fingers like a little round top 


but a top warm, pulsating, and exquisitely 
furred 


thon! For me, at least——-/e sec 


ending up in just the wrong. post 
ms quite satt 


But if | have started to draw his 
right side, it ts his left that 1s uppermost. If 


fied with it 


I want to see the shape ot his nose. he is 
t. or has wrapped his tail tightly 


nead And if I try gently to tur 


Sleeping on 


round hts 


HOW’S YOUR C 


weather can 
lifferent chi 
mates, different climates may lead to travel 
talk, travel talk may 


inecdotes—-and the first thing you know, th 


Those few sentences about the 


ad to things one wears tor 


lead to all) sorts. of 


stranger and you are having a wonderful 


time togcther 


~~ we come to gossip and 
t 


tear other people to pieces. If you don't 





gore. Don't 


like them, keep the sad news to yourself 
You'll make yourself miserable if you don't 
people who run others 


There are some 


down because, 


in some upside-down way, it 
important to them 


If you want to feel im 


makes them seem = more 
Don't do it! 


selves. 
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him over without awakening him his eyes 
pop open and he starts twirling all over 
again. 

In 1937 all this careful and loving study 
resulted in a book which was awarded the 
Caldecott Medal, the first medal ever to be 
given for a picture book for children. The 
Randolph 
Caldecott, the English illustrator who died 
nearly sixty pictures 
you all know without perhaps realizing who 
drew them. The book which received the 
medal was Animals of the Bible, and it is the 
sort of book which, for years to come, chil 
dren of all ages will read with absorbed 
attention. Regretfully, Dorothy had to give up 
picturing some of the favorite animal heroes 
of her own childhood in the world of Bible 
the Gadarene swine, Samson's foxes 


medal is so called in honor of 


years ago, and whose 


stories 
with the burning brands tied between theit 
tails, Elisha’s two she-bears—all of whom 
were considered too frightening for children. 
included to satisfy het 

Daniel's 


Naturally, deep study was needed to 


But cnough were 


Elijah’s ravens, for instance, and 
hons. 
produce a book which should give an idea 
of the kind of animals that roamed the woods 
and fields in Bible days. For instance, what 
kind of dogs were common in Palestine wher 
Christ lived 7 
mentioned in old accounts, so the next step 


That might be a difficult job 


sie ; 
The Persian gazelle hound was 


Was to find one 


for some artists, but not for the Lathrops 
One day Gertrude brought home a Persian 
gazelle hound, lent her by a friend, and it 


served a double purpose—as a model for onc 


of Gertrude’s finest pieces of sculpture, and 

for Dorothy's pictures, 

The Lathrops have never considered them 
trom the cares of ordinary 


selves exe mpt 


peopl One autumn day 


Vears ALO, when 


Dorothy 


away closing their camp 


friend visited the house in Albany 
ind Gertrude were 
in the woods, and the house was filled witl 
the fragrance of grapes, for Mrs. Lathrop was 


making grape jelly. It was a very different 





day from the cold, snowy one on which I paid 
my visit, for this friend was taken dowt 
the wchard garden to 


through the pink 


stucco house with the sculpto iustere room 
large enough for a horse to pose in; and into 
the illustrator’s room, filled with books paint 
ings, and drawings. On the day I visited, the 


orchard paths were solidly packed with snow 





1 there was no opportunity to visit. the 
ONVERSATION? 
4 e 
portant lo important things, but de work 
up a false opinion of your abilities by belit 
thing othe It will yust end by making you 
feel smaller than you tricd to make them out 
to be 
Abo ll, when you're talking to boys, 


don't run down other girls. This is a sure 
wallflower Look 


you. Boys lke girls who get on well 


fire Will to become a 


iround 
with other girls 

Don't complain about the way other people 
If youre abused all the time, ther« 


Don't 


treat you 
may be something wrong with you. 


give the fact too much publicity. 


If something goes wrong, make the best of 


it. But don't be smugly cheerful about some 


JULY, 1945 
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studio. But while Dorothy and I talked, Ger- 
trude moved about with light steps, bringing 
for inspection and admiration now the beau 
tiful French poodle who stood on her hind 
legs like Sancho in Little Men, now one of 
the Pekes, freshly combed and very lovely. 

Gertrude Lathrop) mentioned in passing 
that, in the summer, bees are her special care. 
She takes great pride in her honey, and both 
sisters put up vegetables and fruits as_ skill 
fully as they wicld brush and mallet. The 
Lathrops are vegetarians, and Anne Parrish 
once said of Dorothy that she would as soon 
wear a fringe of fingers as a piece of fur! 

Something about me? But there's nothing 
to tell! 

What Dorothy Lathrop really meant, when 
she said that, was that her work must speak 
for itself. And it has other messages besides 
those conveyed by the elves and fairies and 
birds which flit through her pages. What 
about her flowers and her leaves, so exquiste 
ly done that fern fronds and Indian pipes 
have a new charm for you after you've reall 
Her strength 
and her modesty, the tireless and inspiring de 
tail of her work, is well expressed in a poen 
by Walter de la Mare in his 
Bells and Grass, which she has illustrated 
Here is the poem 


studicd one of her drawings ? 


collection 


THE HAREBELI 


In the clear summer sunshine, hour by hour 

I've toiled, but toiled in vain, to paint this 
flower 

Brushes, and box of colors, from their shelf 

And nought clse with me but the flowe 
itself. 


Nothing alive © stcadfast yet so frail 
Could ever bloom on paper, I know well 
But poor and clumsy though the copy bi 
I could not wish for happter company. 


| on and on 


It seems it might, if 1 gaze 
That wiry stalk, those petals, blue yet wan 
TI 


1 solemn beauty of that marvelous cup 


At last, for very love, give its strange sect 
up. 
Many a flower, animal, and idea has bec 
vlad to “give its strange secret up” to so 


persistent and loving a worker as Dorothy 
Lathrop 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 


body else's prize woe. Chronic glad girls are 


pains in the neck 

In the face of even a minor calamity you're 
probably entitled to do a little 
ing. But don't di 


tooth-gnash 
There are better 
1¢ blues. You may not 


Z it out 
things to sing than tl 
igree with other people's ideas, but this is 
no sign that you have to quarrel with them. 
taken out of a state 


I think,” or, “It 


Often the sting can be 
ment if you begin it with, 
seems to me 

Don't zo around trying to shove yout opin 
they may 
not like giving an imitation of a sword swal 


ions down other people s throats 


You won't make any enemies by ask- 


(Continued on page 27) 


lower. 
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@ The day Don Budge, the “Red 
Flame” of American tennis, first set 
sail for England was one he'll never 
forget. Don was not only going 
across the ocean but he was going to 
play tennis at Wimbledon—one of the 
sacred shrines of championship ten- 
nis. The King and Queen might 
even be there to see him. 

So Don was extremely careful of 
his equipment. It’s a matter of his- 
tory now that the rackets he took 
with him on that eventful journey in 
1936 were Wilson rackets. They had 
helped him win his place on the 
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Don Budge, American Boy 
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team and he was going to stick to 
them. They were part of his game. 

Don Budge started on the road to 
tennis fame on that trip. And from 
then on, through his amazing ama- 
teur and professional career, he has 
used Wilson tennis rackets exclu- 
sively. Why? Because he knew he 
could bank on them. 

And that’s a tip for you to remem- 
ber after the war when new rackets 
are again available. If it’s a WILSON 
you can bank on it. 


Wilson Sporting Goods Co. and Wilson 
Athletic Goods Mfg. Co., Inc., Chicago, 
New York and other leading cities. 


Wihon TENNIS EQUIPMENT 


IT’S WILSON TOD 
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Don Budge is retained on 
Wtlson's Advisory Staff 


MEMBER:—The Ath- 
letic Institute, a non- 
profitorganization ded- 
icated to the advance- 
ment of national physi- 
cal fitness. 
. . . 

Let's all boost the ‘War 
Memorials That Live” 
campaign to commem- 
orate our war heroes. 


IN SPORTS EQUIPMENT 








BADGE WORK 


IRONWOOD, MICHIGAN: I am writing this 
letter because | am so happy that you have 
Lucy Ellen back as part of the magazine. I've 
been taking THE AMERICAN GIRL since I 
first became a Scout in 1940. After a year of 
Brownies and six years of Scouting, I have 
finally become assistant leader of one of out 
own city grade-school troops. It's loads of 
fun, and sometimes makes me wish I was still 
a Tenderfoot 

Our magazine has helped me so much since 
With its 
ud I have completed sixteen and am working 
on Junior Citizen and Campcraft now. My 
younger sister, eleven, who is also a Scout, 


| first started working on badges. 


and my older sister, Catherine, who has been 
a Scout leader, enjoy the magazine also 


Jane Van Slyck 
A GRAND CHARACTER 


AUBURN, New York: | 
of age and am in the eighth 
High School 

I have been a Girl Scout for 


years, but I started taking The 


thirteen years 


rrade at Central 


almost. three 
AMERICAN 
GIRL only recentiy--and now [| realize what 
luring the other years 
Packe 1 full of 
ing stories, but at) offers 





I have missed 
magazine is not only nterest 
plendid, helpful 
items which help in badge work 


The story I like best ts For the L 
Sake. Lucy Ellen seems to portray the typ 





ical American girl in her troubles, hopes, and 
such, She ts a grand charact 


Betty Wheeling 
THE OHIO RIVER 


ToRONtO, Onto: -T have read many maga- 
zines, but THe AMERICAN GIRL is my fa 
vorite. It's tops! I just started getting the 
but I think the stories 
re swell and the serials, too 

After I started h THe AMERICAN 
Girt, I read all about the Girl Scouts I 


wanted to be a Girl Scout, too, so T yoink 


magazine last October 





ibout two months ago, in Proop Three 
I live on the upper shores of the Ohi 
miles from its source. W 
ire in the foothills of the Allegheny Moun 


tuins. Toronto is a moderately 


River, about fifty 


populate 1 town 
n the ris valley 


\ 
| 
I live very close to the Ohio River itselt 
In fact, | can see it from my bedroom w 








THE AMERICAN GIRL 


dow, and it takes me only about a minute to 
run down to it. A few wecks ago we had a 
bad flood, but I live far above the flood stage. 


Ruth Ann C im pbell 
THE NICEST CLASS 


LANCASTER, Onto: IT can hardly wait till my 
next AMERICAN GIRL comes. I like every 
thing about it, but especially Bushy and Lofty 
In Step With the Time 

Since my hobbies are bicycling, the out-of 


and the fine articles. 


could 
These hob 
bics grew from my wonderful experience as 
a Girl Scout 


doors, and homemaking, I wish we 


have some articles about them 


My tather ts history teacher at Lancaster 
High School. I must say, even though I don't 
get all A’s, I like his class the best of all. We 
have interesting discussions, and often we 
have Current Events when everyone tells the 
class about some news item. We don't have 


very many tests, cither 


THE HAWAIIAN ISLANDS 


SAN CARLOS, CALIFORNIA In school, many 


of my friends talk about things they read in 


your magazine and how much they enjoy it 
I decide | tk subscrib: ind 1 like it as mucl 
is they do 


I am interested in what girls do in different 
places and Ik you A Penny for Yor 
Thoughts page 

Until September, 1943 1 was Ii 
Oahu, to be 
little town called Ewa, six miles from Pearl 
Harbor 

On December 1941 


y School when th« Japs came 


Hawanan Islands exact——1n a 


I was getting ready 
Tl 


were machine running around where I lived 


Icy 





ind started a fire in the next-door neighbor 


ouse. No one knew we were being attacke 
by Japs until it was announced over the radi 
My .n ind I, later in the day, were cut 
ting dresses tor my dolls when some ve 
petritied ladies came over to f we we 


all right. We wers 





ind th grades 
I lived in Zrss 
live | Ww tik 1 
Cahitorni 

rly 2) vir! k 
[ didn't ( 





If you wish information about starting a Girl Scout troop, write to Girl Scouts, attention Field Division, 155 East 44th St., New York 17,N.Y. 
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like the dresses and shirts and ycans girls te 
Calitornia wear in the summertime 

My hobby is collecting match covers. | 
have none continents other than 
North America, but I would like very muc 


to have some 


from any 


Swimming and surthoard rid 
ing are my favorite sports Horseback riding 
is next 

I love raw straight from th 
fields, though it ts a iittle hard on my teetl 
Art is my favorite subject in school. I am 
thirteen and attend the eighth grade at San 
Carlos Central 
Sequoia Union High next fall 


Caral Morrell 


Sugar Canc 


School. I hope to go to 


THE MOST WONDERFUL HOBBY 


SHELTON, WASHINGTON: IT was given a sub 
scription to THE AMERICAN GIRL tor Christ 
mas two years ago, and | love every bit of it 
Lucy Ellen ts my favorite character—-she has 
such hard times ind so little co-operation 

I am twelve vears old and a member of Git 
Scout troop Four in Shelton 


We have a lot of rain here 


ws a beautiful country to live in Give me a 


but otherwis« 


fir tree and the Olympic Mountains to look 


it, and Pm happy! Hood Canal is very beau 
tiful and people all over the Northwest come 
fo see it in summertime 

singing, drawing 


Some of my hobbies at 


studying birds, playing the piano, and fish 
ing. But I have a little brother five years old 
ind IT consider him the most wonderful hobb 
in the world. 


Geraldine 


LONELY EVENINGS 


FREDONIA, KENTUCKY Thanks for making 
I love it I have 


been living out in the country and I don't 


such a wonderful magazine 
know what | would have done without it 
Lonely evenings (which were most of — the 


tuume) | would sit and read Tir AMERICAN 





GikL. IT just cou Wait unt th lay it 
would arrive 
Right now | am staving with my girl friend 


in Illinois. By the time you receive this I 
will be back in Kentucky 

I am ‘n the ninth grade at school and am 
fourteen years old. My favorite sports ar 
playing baseball and riding horses. I have my 


own horse, Pinto. She is brown and white 
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CONVERSATION 


ONTINUED FROM PAGE 22 


~ | 


ing others what they think about things. 
Now we come to compliments. What about 
the nice things you so often think about 
people, but never tell them because it makes 
you feel self-conscious to say these pleasant 
things? What on earth is so embarrassing 
about a simple compliment’? We all like to 
ir nice things about ourselves. If you sin- 
cerely think something complimentary about 
meone, why not mention it? 
But do it the right way. I know a young 
girl who recently made new curtains, a dress- 
x-table skirt, and a bedspread for her room. 
Imagine how flat she felt when her aunt said 
nly, “Oh, this is pretty! It's such lovely 
terial.” 
What about the girl's hard work? Didn't 
deserve praise, as well as the material ? 


It's giving a bouquet with the left hand to 
say, “Mary, what a beautiful dress!” Isn't it 
as easy to say, “Mary, your new dress 


oks so pretty on you!” After all, Mary may 

to feel that she does something for the 
ress, instead of everything being the other 
way round. 

Giving compliments is an art. They should 
« honest, they shouldn't be gushy, and above 
all they should be generous. 

Accepting them is an art, too, The best 
way is to say simply, “Thank you. I'm glad 
1 like it.” The days of stuttering, “Oh, this 
old rag! I've had it for ages,” are definitely 
lone 
How do you feel about being corrected? If 
you've made a mistake and somebody points 
it out—gently, we hope—can you take it? 


Do you say, “Thank you. Probably I am 
wrong,’ or do you start chewing tacks? It 


tukes a big person to admit a mistake. 

Now, let's think about jokes. Are you 
one of those people who can poke fun at 
everybody else, but never can take a joke on 

rself? That's not playing fair. Learn to 
join in the laugh when it’s on you. By this, 
I don’t mean that you have to go around 
wearing a clown suit, but to be able to join 
in the fun, when it's at your expense, is a 
very good idea, 


STRANGE HOUSE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 10 


uman, I told myself, and I don’t suppose I 
possess more fear than the usual modern girl. 
The kitchen was a long, bleak room, with 
window opening into the back yard 
There was a laundry beyond, with a door 
also had access to the yard and rattled 
ssantly from the pressure of the wind. I 
poked around among the cupboards trying to 
1 something large enough to catch the 
lrip. My candle caused long, black shadows 
to hover over the place. Suddenly there was 
great, dull thud against that kitchen win- 
ow, then sinister silence. 

Putting my candle down on the kitchen 
table, I crept stealthily over to the window 
nd lifted the shade. Two blazing green eyes 
glared in at me. I could just see the outline 
of a cat. I felt rather sorry for the poor 
thing cringing there to keep out of the rain. 








WIN HONORS...WITH THE BAND 


Make exciting new friends in distant cities... win honors, medals 
and ribbons in competition at district, state and national music 
contests and festivals... go places and be popular! You can have these 
wonderful experiences by joining your school band or orchestra 
..and you can do it by playing the band instrument of your 
choice . . . it’s easy and it’s fun! In one hour you can be playing a 
tune on your Conn...in a few weeks you'll thrill to your own 
music! There’s only one line of notes to play, and on a genuine 
CONN instrument the fingering is simple, the scale comes rapidly. 
Get started now — the school band is the right “gang” to join! 
You may even win a college scholarship through your musical 


abilities. Thousands of others have! 
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a for town or country— 


a two-piece denim playsuit 







with a matching skirt. 















For play moments, choose this trim two-piece 





playsuit made of surf blue sanforized denim. 





Add the smooth fitting skirt when you 





go into town. Sizes 8-20. 





8-175 Playsuit—$2.75 
8-176 Skirt —$1.75 







GIRL SCOUTS —National Equipment Service 






Retail Shop Headquarters Branch 
30 Rockefeller Plaza 155 East 44th St. 1307 Washington Ave. 
New York, N.Y. New York 17,N.Y. St. Louis 3, Mo. 
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At last I found a big wash boiler in the 
laundry, and went bumping upstairs with it. 
The house was full of sounds as I padded 
through—vestibule doors were creaking and 
| groaning in the fury of the wind, shutters 
were banging, and there was that steady 


sound of rain pelung down overhead. Some 
times I thought I heard muffled footfalls in 
another part of the house, but I could not be 
sure because of the noise of the storm outside 
At last I tumbled into bed, no longer caring 
whether the roof blew off or not, for I was 
too tired to bother any longer. 

When I awoke, it was a hot, sunny New 
York morning, and the events of the night 
seemed a mere haunting nightmare, thoug! 
I knew they were not. I only had time to 
dress and dash off to class, and my wholc 
| day was so crammed with work that I could 
not give the house another thought. But the 
minute I came up those brownstone step 
that evening, I began to speculate. Of course 
the wind must have blown out the glass in 
the skylight, but those unaccountable foot 


falls—well, I was all ready for the creeps 
when I turned up the gas in the downstairs 
hall and saw that the little rug which was 
usually at the foot of the stairs was instead 
hanging over the baluster. Then I glanced 
toward the living room and noticed instantly 
that the big table, which was exactly in the 
middle of the room before, had been moved 
nearer the wall. It was high time these mys 
terious happenings were investigated, and | 
decided to notify my aunts even though they 
might think I was having hallucinations, | 
took the letter from Maine, which I had 
found under the front door, out of my pocket 
and tore it open to look for their address 
at the top. My eve unconsciously roved down 
the page and came upon these reassuring 
words, “We hope you are enjoying the 
quiet of the house for your studies, and that 
Maggic keeps it nice and clean for you. W<« 
forgot to tell you that she will be in every 
| other day to keep the house in order.” 

I could easily imagine their hefty domestic 
tossing rugs and tables about indiscrimi 
nately, and it gave me a rather normal feel 
ing of satisfaction to know that she had 
been there 

There was also a card from Barb and Bab 
“It won't be long now—we are almost well 


again I could imagine their hilarious re 
action if I wired, “House is haunted. Don't 
come Wild horses simply couldn't stop 


them then. My realistic family would get 
me out of there quickly enough and take m« 
immediately to a psychoanalyst, no matter 
how much [| might explain 

I decided to go out and sit on the front 
steps and meditate upon the only thing that 
still disconcerted me. I found that my neigh 
bor, a nice old gentleman, was sitting out 
on his front steps also 

“My, what a night!” he exploded testily. 

“TIL say it was!” I agreed with fervor. 

Storms always make my _ rheumatism 
worse, and I couldn't sleep with all that 
noise. Crashes and bangings—I never heard 
the like. Im glad it’s cleared up tonight. 
Certainly hope it stays so.” 

“Yes sir, so do I,” [ assured him, “I had 
to be up half the night, bailing out the top 
floor where the skylight was broken and the 
rain poured in, 

“That's too bad. These old houses, you 
know—-pretty doggone old, all of 'em.” 
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It's funny when you think that they are 
all alike,” I mused. 

Well, almost. They have the same num- 
ber of rooms, and the same size, but they are 
on opposite sides.. Where your parlor is on 
the left, ours is on the right, and so on.” 

Is that so?’ | murmured politely. 

Yes, pretty funny old houses. Well, I'll 
he going in now and get a good night's sleep. 
So long, young lady.” The old gentleman 
pulled himself up, and started ploddingly, de- 
liberately, to climb the few remaining steps, 
halting now and then, and laying his hand 
heavily on the railing. 

Good night!” I called, and also rose to 
go in, for I wanted to prove my suspicions 
correct. I paused in the hallway and listened. 
There were the footsteps on the stairs—ex- 
actly the same as before! I dashed up the last 
few steps and tapped lightly on the panel 
with my knuckles. 

Good night!” I called again. ‘Pleasant 
lrcams!"" I put my ear against the wall. 

Good night, young lady,’ came the cheery 
response. “Same to you!” 


FLEDGLING 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 13 





would wheel and dive, wheel and dive, the 
second about six feet behind the first. The 
leader would come rocketing down, screech 
ng at its most raucous and ear-piercing pitch. 
It would dive straight for the cat, then veer 
away at the last instant and go flashing past, 
still screaming. The cat invariably turned its 
head to follow the progress of this noisy 
attacker. The second jay plunged downward 
without a sound, It did not veer away, Tim- 
ing its swoop so it reached the cat just as 
it had its head turned, it dealt it a mighty jab 
with its beak, 

lime after time, this stratagem was re 
peated. And, every time, it succeeded. The 
cat seemed unable to keep from following 
with its eyes the first bird as it rushed past in 
noisy flight. It never saw the second jay com 
ing until it received another sound peck on 
the head. At the end of less than a dozen 
swoops, the parents of the fledglings had put 

cat to rout, 


THE CARE OF BABY WILD BIRDS 


Dr. Lee S. Crandall, Curator of Birds of the 
New York Zoological Park, prepared the 
following set of rules on the care of small 
wild birds: 


If a nest containing young birds is blown 


of a tree, try to put it back in its original 

If the birds are very young, the mother 

will probably continue to feed them; if they 
Imost old enough to fly, they will prob- 


ibly refuse to stay in the nest. This is natural 
othing need be done about it 
If the nest is destroyed, or helpless birds 
found on the ground, they can be put in 
bstitute nest. This should be lined with 
cthing soft—cloth, cotton, or dried grass 
ghly shaped into the form of a nest. The 
purpose of this is to give the young birds 
tcct something to push against; if placed 
t hard, flat surface their legs will spraddle 
1 because of their rapid growth at this 
period will be likely to “set’’ in a spraddled 
position, 

















ey a Powers mover: 


ere’s a gal who works for a 
living. Alyce Fredericks is a 
Powers Model. Specializes in 
outdoor work. Glamorous? 
Yes, but no sophisticated high- 
jinks. No false eyelashes, elab- 
orate hair-dos, or heavy make- 
up. The sun shows up phony 
tricks. Alyce has to look casual, 
natural, and in the pink. 
What’s the trick? Says Alyce, 
“T have to lead a model life.” 
Eight hours each night in the 
land of Nod. Swimming, 
horseback riding. Eating right, 
too. Three good regular meals 
a day. And, natch, that in- 
cludes breakfast. Alyce likes 
Wheaties. Prefers these 
crunchy whole wheat flakes 
with milk, sugar and bananas. 
Wheaties taste 
good? You bet. 
Light, yet nourish- 
ing. Important food 
values — Wheaties . 
being flakes of = ALYCE. ; 
whole wheat. In- ~ FREDERICKS:. 4s 
clude Wheaties in Sho ot Re 
your model life! ) 





woot 
, Yor wae 
"Covoe wneariss '* 7 *; 


“Wheaties” and “Break fast of Champions” are rege 
istered trade marks of General Mills, Inc. 
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You'll love this genuine, 

hand-hammered Indian 

silver bracelet of au- 

thentic design. There's s 

a bright turquoise stone 

mounted on a Navajo 

Thunderbird. $3.00 - 
(Tax included) 

No C. O. D.’s, please 

Send check or Money 

Order. Money back 

guarantee 
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TAKE easy orders from frie nds, 
relatives, the siness people. U 
yourlune htime, evenings, or full _— 
time to sell these Personal Christ- 
mas Cards with name imprinted. = 
Show selections of 25 for 31 and 50 
for $1. Make a handsome profit on 
every $1 sale you make! Noexperience “a 
necessary. We supply FREE sample 1 4f 
of our latest designs... richly colore« 
NEWEST BOX ASSORTMENTS for 1945 
You can make EXTRA money quick selling these 
Christmas Card Assortments Line includes Reli- 

rious Christmas, “‘Oilette’’, Everyday Cards, 

They are 4 wey™ money- makers! Also 

OU ICK CASH PLAN for Clubs, Churches, ete. 
SAMPLES of Personal Cards. Start on 

this easy way to earn Extra Money now! 
WETMORE & =a Inc., Dept. 39-K, 
749 Monroe A (2), N.Y. 


IF YOU'RE NOT REGISTERED 
YOU‘RE NOT A GIRL SCOUT 
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_wial Betty told me 


about EXTRA-SAFE 
SANAPAK NAPKINS! 








Mew-Dédigh SANITARY NAPKINS! 


Made with three ‘Pink Layers’’—three 
zones of safety—SANAPAK ends risk of 
accidents! Extra safe .. . and extra 


because SANAPAK 


is faced with soft, downy absorbent 
cotton! All these extras, yet you pay 
no more for new-design SANAPAK! 





EASY TO MAKE 


EXTRA MONEY 
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der o t .50 for $1. You sell 
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Tue HertetArt Co., Dept. 1131 
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Vacation on Lake — 


Rent a Permanent Furnished Campsite 
with canoe, situated on the lake shore of a 
Private ee ite $50. for 2 girls for 2 week 


Ask f¢ oklet “G" 


CRAIG. WALKER CO., on-tare Gorse, N- Y. 
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3. Young birds placed in a temporary nest 
should be covered with a cloth and kept 
warm, as they are used to being covered by 
the mother and kept warm. 


Baby birds must be fed at intervals of 
at least half an hour during the daytime. If 
they are very young, they will open their 


mouths to be fed when their nest is jostled 
Slightly older birds, getting on toward the fly- 


ing stage, will be too frightened to open their 


mouths and their beaks will have to be 
opened by the fingers 
5. The proper method of feeding a very 


small bird a bit of food into its 
open mouth by means of a smooth spatula or 
a pair of blunt forceps, 
sticks held in “chopstick 

6. Small birds should never be given water 


is to push 


or even by two small 
fashion. 


from a medicine dropper. When they are 
old enough to sit on a perch, water can be 
offered them in a shallow dish. Small birds 
are quickly killed by water given them 


forcibly. 
Proper food for baby robins, blue jays, 
orioles, catbirds, and 


food; 
hard-boiled cere, 


sparrows is: canned dog 
from bread and 
moistened with cod-liver oil: 


pellets made crumbs 


bits of grapes, cherries, bananas, or mealy 
apples; pieces of earthworms that have been 
squeezed out small pieces of scalded 
chopped meat 

8. Young birds that are able to fly only 


weakly, and are in danger from cats and dogs 
while on the ground, may be placed in 
tree out of harm's way. The parents will find 
then 

9. Birds assisted by their human friends 
should be turned loose at the very earlic 
moment——not only because it is illegal to cor 
tinue to keep them, but because they will b 


unable to find food for themselves if. the 


are accustomed to being fed by hand. No 
mally the parent birds teach the young to find 
food, and human assistance is no substitut 
for the bird s own efforts 

10. Most of our native birds are protected 
by law and it illegal to have them in one 
possession, Only emergency treatment shoul 
be attempted, and if the situation is sucl 
hat prolonged ¢ Is necessary then the loc: 
conservation authoritics should be notified. 
Excerpt from Parks & Recreation, June, 1942 


FOR LAND’S SAKE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGI 
looking like tl man with the hoe. nor Pat 

th It 1 when Pete gets home, he may 
want to cultivate it with a tracto Tomn 
here may want to do some active farming 
when he grows up. But I'm retiring fron 
strenuous labor. What would you say, Motl 
er, if IT took the insurance money and put 
little with it and bought the cottage we had 
in Florida? The owner said it was for sak 
you know 

Mother's cheeks flushed Do you mean it 
Ed?” she asked. “ It was such a darling litth 
place,” she told us It has a bay window 
that looks on the sea and a tiny garden in the 
back, with a hedge of hibiscus. 

That hibiscus hedge made your mother 
willing to overlook leaky faucets and some 
termite damage,’ Father said. “However, it 


would be pretty good to have the cottage to 


go to, if sickness or old age gets us down. 
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And, meantime, we could rent it and earn 


fair interest on our investment.” 

I didn't say so, but I was thinking that if 
nd when Harry came home, and if and when 
we were married, we might go to that cottage 


tor our honeymoon. The idea was so en- 


hanting that I stopped listening to the others 
id let myself dream until Pat said loudly, 
Lucy Ellen! Wake up! Father is asking you 
question.” Then to Mother she explained 
cornfully, “She's in love. She is always look- 

g moony like that.” 

Sure,” said Tommy. “She doesn’t know 
t she’s coming or going.” 

I ignored their slurs and directed my at 
tention to Father. After Pat and Tommy had 
gone to bed, he and Mother and I talked late, 
way past Father's usual bedtime. When final 

Father got up to go to bed, he took one of 
ny hands and ran a finger across the cal 
louses on my palm. “I am proud of these,” 
he said, 

They look prettier to Father than red fin- 
rnails,” said Mother. 

When I went to bed at last, I lay stretched 
out full length and feeling more relaxed than 
| had since that awful night in September 
when Mother phoned me that Father was in 
he hospital. Now Father was home and as 
well as ever, or nearly; Mother was home 

nd already making things homey for us; Jim 

was back, presumably never more to roam; 

Harry and Pete were still alive, and perhaps 
less danger than they had been. 

| wondered whether [| should go back to 

wol after Christmas. In Harry's last letter 

had talked a lot about our marriage. I 
tifted off to sleep, thinking about him. 

Christmas came and we did the usual 

igs, but it wasn't very gay with Pete and 


Harry so far away. Only little Peterkin en 
d it to capacity. I kept thinking of the 
Christmas before, when I had seen Harry for 


last time before he went overseas 


NE morning early in) January Mother 
waked me in the chill dawn, calling up 
stairs, “Lucy Ellen! Lucy Ellen! Long 
stance 1s calling you! 
I stumbled down the steps, dazed and shiv 


ng, and gulped into the receiver, “Hello! 
Yes, ma‘am, this is Lucy Ellen Downing.” 
Just a minute,” said the operator, sound 

g as wide awake as if it were high noon 


stead of a quarter to six in the morning 
There was an interminable wait. very far 
} 


trom just a minute, and then I heard het 
king briskly with an operator in San Fran 
CO Lieutenant Harry Lee Ready with 


call to Tennessee 
My heart, by then, was pounding like a 
omotive. Across three thousand miles I 
rd Harry's voice, unlike any other voice 
| ever heard. He said, “Hello, Lucy Ellen! 
Fxcuse the early hour. I began calling you 
t night, as soon as I landed. How are you, 
ling?” 
I'm fine, Harry,” I gasped. laughing and 
ng together Are you all right’ I cant 
eve it’s really you 
Its me, though,” Harry assured me, “and 
Im swell. And how about a date Sunday 
ght’ Can you meet me at the Nashville air- 

rt at seven?” 

I can meet you any time and anywhere,” 
| said. “How long is your leave? 

I'm not on leave, I'm being mustered 
cut,” Harry said. “My right shoulder is still 








“BIRTHDAY PRESENT - IT GOES ‘POP AND A CORK 
COMES OUT - DISGUSTING, ISN’T IT?” 





\ 





fresh up’ 











a 
a smiling. 
TLL, ” 
Whether you’re disgusted or just plain hot, 
you like the fresh, clean taste of a “fresh up” 


with 7-Up. With the first cool sip thirst goes 
... your spirits ‘fresh up’’. You feel like 
smiling. So drink crisp 7-Up often, 
with meals, at any hour. Ask Mom 
to keep a good supply on hand. And 
remember—everyone likes 
7-Up...and 7-Up 
likes everyone, 
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Clear Skin WINS” 


DON'T let your skin be- 
comecloggedandgrimy. | 

Keep it carefully cleansed, ~~ a 

wholesome, refreshed—with . 

the fluffy, exquisite lather of 

mild Resinol Soap. 

To relieve itchy, smarting 
of pimples, and so aid heal- 
ing—soothing Resinol Oint- 
ment does a world of good. 
Get both at any drug store today. 


oa E Sy i re | OINTMENT 


ano SOAP 






“sedan 


eH BRe ——_—_ 
U soe | 





2's OME THING? 


MARK YOUR THINGS Rex 


WITH “CASH WOVEN 


NAMES 
_— for Camp, 


School, Home 


Don't worry ab clothing or other property, Mark everything 
with CASH’ AMT S. Identification is easy —positive—economi 
cal 1 your nm is woven-—to tast and last. Perfect for 
the Armed Forces Ask your Dept Store, or write us 


+ 55 Chestnut St., Se. Norwalk, Conn., 
or 6200 So. Gramercy PI., Los Angeles 
44, Cal., or 25 Gray St., Belleville, Ont. 


f£ DOZEN $1.50 
SIX DOZEN $2.00 


WPERSONAL STATIONERY" 


Your Name & Address Elegantly 
Printed on 40 Sheets Whippet Bond & 
20 Matching Envelopes *** only ++ 


We will elegantly print anyone's 
name and address, business or per- 
sonal style, on 40 sheets of crisp, 
new Whippet Bond Stationery 
(made by Hammermill), and on 20 
matching envelopes—all for only 
25c! Or, if you send $1.00 for four 
sets we'll include one extra set 
FREE of any extra charge—or 5 
setsin all postpaid! Same name, or 
as many as 5 different names on sta- 
tionery. Money-Back Guaran- 
tee. Supply limited. Order Now! 
WESTERN STATIONERY CO. POSTPAID 
Dept. 139G Topeka, Kansas 
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stiff, and it is going to take 
right arm limbered up. 


a while to get my 
So I'm not very use- 


ful to the Army in the artillery, and they are 
not needing as many men now, you know 

“Harry!” I said. “It's too good to be true 
that you are back to stay. I can’t wait to 
see yOu. 

‘Same here,” said Harry, laughing. H¢ 
asked about his father and my family, and 
just before the operator cut us off he said, 
“Get out the family wedding veil and dust tt 
off. You are going to be needing it right 
away. 

When I had hung up the receiver, I sat 
there by the phone, shivering with cold and 
excitement until Mother came out of her 
room and said, “You'll catch your death in 
those thin pajamas, child. Run back to bed 
until the house warms up She threw her 
old blue wrapper around me and asked about 
Harry. I told her the wonderful news, then 
I leaped back upstairs and into my bed and 
drew the warm covers over me 

After a while I saw the sunrise through 


Long golden shafts of light 
then 
sun appeared over the rim of the horizon, It 


my east window 


appeared at first and with majesty, the 


was a lovely sight and it coincided with my 
mood, I mean my happiness was like sunrise 
after a stormy, miserable night 


The whole day my mind was in a whirl. I 
hated to mention 
to Father so soon 
afraid it might bring on a 


finally I did mention it to 


a wedding and a trousseau 
after the fire. I mean I was 
heart attack, But 


Mother and she 


was simply darling 

“Harry has been my adopted son since he 
was twelve,” she said. “This will make it 
legal. Do you want to get married here, o1 
at the church ? 

“At the church. if I could, Mother,” I said 
“so that all our friends could come. This 
house would do well to contain just the rela 
tives.” 

‘That's true,’ Mother said. “We will have 
1 reception here afterward, then. Do you 
want to be married in white ? 

‘Yes, please, Mother, if you think it isn't 
extravagant,” I said. “And could I have a 
train, a nice long one? 

“T think we can manage that,” Mother said. 


“TH speak to Father. 
I was very glad it was she, not I 
going to broach the subject to him, 


who was 
I thought 


I would rather be married in a sweater and 
skirt than to have Father get going on_ the 
sinful extravagince of a church wedding, as 


I have heard him do 

He called me 
just before supper. 
his big 


into his room that evening, 


He was leaning back 
ruddy his 


armchair and I noticed how 


skin was, all the pallor gonc 

Sit down, honey,” he said Draw up to 
the fire. It's mighty cold tonight. 

I sat down on the footstool beside him and 
put my head down on his knec. It was 


grand to have him home and well 


I did not speak, not knowing what Father 


had on his mind, At last he heaved a gusty 
sigh and said, “Your mother tells me that 
Harry is getting home Sunday, for good. She 
says you and he plan to get married. Is that 
right ?”’ 

“Yes, Father,’ I said, meek as a church 


mouse, not knowing what might be coming. 
“You are mighty young,” Father said stern 
ly. “Mighty young. Marriage is a 


step to take. Do you realize that?” 


serious 





Handicnragts 


Normally, have everything for the 
craftsman. Thousands of items for every 
cralt 

Poday, the requirements of the Army 
Navy and Red Cross come first. Thou 
sands of our handicraft kits are going 
overseas or to hospitals where they are 


badly needed. However, 
are available for civilian 
Write to us first—if it’s 


some supplies 
requirements 
available, we 


have it 

It vou are in New York, visit our new 
store—the only store of its kind in Amet 
ica—the only store where everything for 


the artist and the craftsman can be found 
the address—12 East 41st Street, New 
York City 17. 

Send 10c tor 2nd War 
logue. In writing, be 
Girl Scout Department” 
tention 


American Handicrafts Co., Inc. 
Maio Office and Mail Order West Coast and Mali Order 
45-49 So. Harrison St. 915 So. Grand Avenue 
East Orange, N. J. Los Angeles 15, Calif. 
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“Yes, Father,’ I answered very seriously 
“T doubt it,” said Father Young peopk 
think they realize what responsibility is, but 
they don't. They can’t. They haven't the 
necessary experience. The war has matured 
Harry I expect. And what you've done 
this fall and to the good 
You are not as flighty as you were.’ 
Thank you, Father,” I said, laughing 
Harry is a fine boy, no doubt of that 
Father went on. “He comes of good stock 
No objection to him. But just be 
know mind, You are not 
yet--mighty young to start making 
I did not point out that Mother was young 


some, 


here winter is all 


sure you 


your own twenty 


a home 


married him 
impertinent to mention it 
lot lately 
mistake 


er than IT am when she 
I mean it scemed 
I just said, “I've thought about it a 
Father. I'm I'm not making a 
I've known nearly all my life.’ 

“Every marriage is a gambk 
when it comes to that,” he “Love is a 
fine thing in its place, but you have 
plenty of common sense and patience besides 


now, 


sure 
Harry 
Father sighed. 

said. 
have 


I nearly laughed out loud at that. Father 
is so noted for his lack of patience. 

“T expect your mother has talked to you 
about all that, though,” he went on, “Your 


mother is a good wife, all any man could ask 


for. If you are as good a wife as she is 
Harry won't have anything to complain of. 
He took my hand and patted it don't be 
lieve he'll do much complaining. He knows 
he’s a lucky boy. 

I heard Mother calling me and I got up 
to go 

“Just a minute,” Father said. “Whatever 
you think you need in the way of a wedding 
dress and so on, all the fol-de-rols, I want 
you to have. You stood by me like a soldier 
this fall. I can't see how the crops would 
have been saved without you and Pat and 
Tommy. I'm aot a believer in display and 
extravagance, but whatever you and your 
mother think is needed, go ahead and get it 


Pll pay for it.” 
I leaned down and kissed the bald spot on 
his head. “Thanks a million, Father,” 
(Continued on page 34) 
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Same Difference 


RADIO COMEDIAN The 
(to young son return 
ing from school) 
Were you promoted 

SON: Promoted? 1 
was held over for an- 
othet twenty-six 
weeks Sent by 
MAUREEN Fox, Santa 


Monica, California, 


Malice Pre pense 


A Yankee farmer 
was being examined 
by his doctor pre 
paratory to taking out 
policy. 


mill) Gee, 


an immsurance 
Ever had a 


illness 7 
\ 


the cows! 
scrious 


he was asked 
No.” he replied 
Ever had an acci- 


, Send Tite AMERICAN 
' , niest joke, 
No. 
, iddres 
Never had an ac- 2 : 
Yink UPOKE Oke 


cident in your life?” 
Well, no. But: last 





Bovine Luxury 





Crry Boy (looking at his first wind 
Uncle Tom 
clectric fan you have there for cooling 


Sent 
LAND, Plainfield, New Jersey. 


telling us your name, age, and 
A hook will be awarded to the 
Ali / ed ra], t/ / ho 


Panic 


Prize-W inning Joke A woman motorist 


was driving along 
road when 


al couple 


of repair men climb 


a country 


she noticed 


ing telephone poles. 
Idiots!” she ex- 


claimed They think 
I've never driven be- 
fore Sent by Pat- 


sy Taytor, Lansing, 
Mics gan, 


Enough's Enough 


ate ania Oscar, aged cleven, 
was discussing an et 


quette problem with 


» ELEANOR. Po 
hus pal, Elmer. 

I ve walked to 
school with her thre« 
he told Elmer, 

and I've 
books. I bought her 


times 
GIRI your tun 
carried het 


ice cream sodas twice. 
Now do you think I 
ought to kiss bh 








spring, out in the 

meadow, a bull tossed me over a fence.” 
Don't you call that an accident 
No, I don't. The bull did it on purpose.” 
Sent by ELLA RAE BAYER, Somerset, Penn- 

ylranta, 
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Indirect as Anything: 


TEACHER: Give me an example of an in- 
direct tax. 
Puru The dog tax. 


Preacner: Why do you call that an in- 
1 t tax? 
Pupit: Well, the dog doesn't pay it.—Sent 
ADA BAILEY, Inwood. L. 1.. New York. 


In the Buti her Shop 


Whew, I never sausage heat! 
bacon!——Sent by 
North 


BOLOGNA 
Pork: Tl say! Im 
O'CONNOR, 


1 


FRANCES 
yolina. 


Gree nsboro, 


Naw, don't do it,” 


said Elmer after careful thought You ve 
done enough for that dame already! Sent 
by Lots ANNA Houiey, Washington, D. C. 


Curious Renark 





on ’ 


Suet Why aren'tyou singing inchurch now ? 
Hr: | Sunday and someone 
asked me if they had fixed the organ.—-Sent 
by Mary ARDEN TUCKER, Warrenton, North 


Carolina, 


missed one 


The Height of Consideration 


Vistror: How about it, Billy 
you going to be when you grow up: 

Bitty: Well, after Ive 
while to please Daddy, and President a while 
to please Mama, I'm going to be an aviator 
to please myself.—Sent by VERONICA Hart, 
Brooks, Minnesota. 


been a lawyer a 
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FOR LAND’S SAKE 


“We'll try to be 
the door 

Hold on 
I got the 
might want to 
likely spot—-sun and sea 
air will do him good.- And you look like 
vacation wouldn't do you any harm, 

I ran back 
be the loveliest thing in the 
‘Think Harry will love tt 
has been through. I 

I'll write the 
Father,’ and _ tell 


reasonable I started out 
I bought the cot 
You and 


month or so 


said Father. 
tage. deed to it yesterday 
Harry 


down 


spend a 


there. Its a 


either.’ 
That will 


world! I 


and hugged Father 
said. 
atter all he 
him! 


how 
to tell 
then, 


cant wait 


man tomorrow, said 


him not 


OTHER and I 


It was entirely 


next day. 
different from all 
ous shopping trips. I 

comparison. Brides are 
Mother didn’t point out that we 
ford this or that, o1 
practical colors—she just let me 
selected the 
Harry, an 
collar of 
dress and a hat of 


went shopping 
previ 
there 


mecan was no 


people 
couldn't af 


privileged 


that we must choose 
. 

choose. | 
things I wanted to wear to meet 


adorable red coat with a tuxedo 
gray blue wool 


Then | 


match 


sheared beave ca 


the same shade 
got new sucde shoes and a bag t 

The time faster than I 
would, but when | waked Sunday morning it 
first that the 
plane would not get in on time, if at all. I 
what Father 


went thought it 


was raining. My thought was 


thought 


tore downstairs to s« 
of the weather 

"ht looks 
kling at me over the top 
looked sick bee tusS¢ 
It may clear off noon. But 
and possibly snow 
Mother, bi lidn 
only 

root 


slackening, 


ne said hi eyes twin 


damp 


his mornin 


g paper 


I must have Father said 


Bear up! about 
the paper says coldet 
I went to church with 


hear th sermon I could 


rain beating down on_ the 


and hy 


raining 


came out it seemed to be 


the time we got home tt was hardly 
at all. We had company for 


ing preacher and his wif and J 
1 politely 


dinner, the visit 


tried to 


liste to what they said, but it was a 


strain on me. I was awfully glad when dinne: 


Was Ove! could give undivided 


actly the 


back { < ovel 


simply super,” she told me 


( ha ect al 1 start 
the roads slick and I shoul lrive slow 
ly. For once I willingly 
I stopped by to see Hat 


agreed. On the way, 
him to go with mx 

tled 1 sai ve some paper 
but Tl 


Harry get back mew here ‘ heard 


1 
ok over, when you 


enougl 
lights of I simply uldn't go slow 


1 at the en 


hurry. The guar 
tra > st cd 1 ind aft 
| 


vad a | 1 time finding a 


I got past him I 
parking place. But 
at ia ilke into the brightly lighted 


people 


Waiting tf mn. t S stile with 
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them waiting for 
them 
waiting for 


to be mex 


most of someone, Wag 


they 


as much fun 


because [ felt no one 
could be half 
Harry. 

went to the board and 
ind set down some figures, 
muttered to his wife, “The 
blame it! 

big sigh and went to the pay sta- 
tron to call Mother and tell her Harry's plane 
was late, and to call his father. An hour is 
ordinarily sixty I suppose that 
one was the but it seemed 
more like At long last, a 
voice on the announced _ that 
the Mercury coming in. People began 
about their luggage, 
another, I sat still a 
was too weak with 
excitement to stand—but pretty soon I steadied 
down and went watch the big 
ship land. 


sorry. for 
were 
ling as 

A girl in 
erased something 
The man next me 
Mercury is an 


uniform 


hour late, 
I grave 


minutes long; 
customary length, 
hours to me 
loud speaker 


was 


three 


moving around, 


talking 


few minutes—I 


seeing 
nervously to one 


mean | 
outside to 
The landing lights were on, and 
hear the hum of the motors 
ship circling the field, getting 
It came to carth smoothly and 
were placed and the door opened. 


pretty 
could 
and see the 
to land 
the steps 


soon WC 
ready 


The passengers began to alight—-a fat woman 


with a Pekingese in her arms, a woman in 


mourning with 
who was either 


small boy, a young woman 
Paulette Goddard or her twin, 
and behind her at nui For a second I 
thought no one 


sank 


a trained 


and my 
Then 
lame 

and 


coming out 


heart into my new suede shoes. 


nurse came out, helping a 
behind her, tall and brown 


Harry 


and he 


man, and 
mighty handsome, I saw 


He saw me too, covered the 


space 
The next 
in his arms and 


hackward and I 
‘Har- 


between us in long running strides 
I knew he had picked me up 


had fallen off 


against his service 


my new iat 
was sobbing stripes, 
it's too good to be true! 
into the car and Harry drove 
fluffy flakes that 
made the ride 
ever, We 
about 
married 
objection, I 
Florida and 
misgivings, “I want a 
Harry Do you mind 
Well, I mind som he confessed But 
I'll go through it, if that’s what it takes to 
make you Mrs. Lee He tweaked my eat 
That's what it tak 
Wc drove 
whirling around us, It 
mean the 


ry, Harry, 

We got 
Snow began to fall idly, big, 
they fell They 
more like a fairy tale 
about 


melted is 
home than 


talked everything, but mainly 


Harry 


away, and I 


said could we be 
said IT had me 


about the cottage in 


ourselves 
right 
told him 
then I 


church wedding 


said, with 


Lieutenant, I said 
Snow flake ‘ 
was enchanting. I 


inybe ry 


with — the 


1 
wong, 


just a few hours in 


' , 
life as we ¢ i as that one, 


I LUuCSS 
Do uo know what Id like ! to do 
when \ made enough Ones lling ute 
mobiles 7° Harry 
No ! 
Bu arm and ce easy,” he 
| lau h 1 l hOoud an I 
i mil 
What demanded Harry 


| 


said 


| tughed for 


What 
are you laugl 


At what you said,” I 
buy a farm if you like, 


told We'll 
and retire to it when 
think that 
hour, we'll be able to take 


ifarm' 


him 


the time comes—-but don't evet 
for a day or an 


life easy on 





notors 
etting 
y and 
dened, 
oman 
lan in 
oman 
twin, 
ond I 
id my 
Then 
lame 


drove 
s that 
ric 


We 


abc rut 





